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Loving you's my Achilles Heel 
by Giacarem 


Summary 


"Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything." 


Tommy was raised to bring a nation to its knees. The pain was only a motivator; it pumped 
through his veins and made him stronger. Until the veil is ripped from his eyes and he's left, 
stranded, hunted by the organisation that had crafted him in the first place. 


Tommy was always good at surviving. It was the only thing he was ever good at. 


But surviving the love and kindness of a family of superheroes who were obsessed with 
adopting him? This was a new challenge. 


If only his past would stop chasing him down at every corner, threatening the fragile peace 
Tommy had shaped for himself. 


Basically an Assassin! Tommyinnit and Superhero! SBI fic based on Black Widow. 


Inspired by spookyserpent's "There's Blood in your Web, Theseus (wipe it out)" 
Title from J. Maya's "Achilles Heel" 


Notes 


Welcome to another fic I may or may not finish :) 


BEFORE READING: 
This fic contains some dark subject matter. Trigger and Content Warnings will be posted 
before each chapter. Stay safe folks! 


As said, this work is inspired by spookyserpent's fic. Go check it out it is seriously amazing, I 
binged it in two days. 


This chapter's warnings: 
Stabbing 

Fighting 

Mentions of Child Abuse 
Mentions of Bombing 


Mentions of Sexual Assault 
Slight mentions of Paedophilia 


See the end of the work for more notes 


e Inspired by There’s Blood in your Web, Theseus (wipe it out) by spookyserpent 


Memoirs of a broke(n) child assassin 


Tommy kept a knife on him at all times. 


An old habit to break, an even better habit to live by, Tommy always kept a small, but sharp 
dagger in his boot at all times. It was small enough for him not to notice at times he still 
always knew it was there but that didn't mean it wasn't efficient. 


When the man with the red hoodie came at him with a fist raised to his face, Tommy simply 
kicked him in the chest, pulled the knife out of his boot and stabbed him in the thigh. The 
man was inexperienced, young, probably early twenties, and so a wound to the thigh would 
be enough to incapacitate him, but not kill him. Tommy wasn't a monster or was he? 


He didn't run after the encounter, after all it was midnight in the poorest district in town, and 
the man wouldn't be running after him anytime soon. Tommy simply slipped into the 
alleyway connected to his apartment and closed the door behind him, not giving another 
thought towards the man in red who tried to steal his money. It's not like he had much on him 
in the first place anyway. 


The red did remind him of something else, however, something much more dangerous and 
sinister than a simple burglar who didn't even have a weapon on him. 


But Tommy wouldn't think of that. 


Not tonight. 


Instead, he threw his keys and wallet onto the kitchen bench and changed out of his work 
clothes, the second outfit he owned, getting ready for bed as he knew it would be an early 
start tomorrow. He ignored the ringing in his ears as he washed the blood off his knife and off 
his hands, his body on autopilot. He had done this a thousand times before. 


He collapsed in his bed, ready for sleep. His hand snuck under the pillow. To any outsider, it 
would look like a comforting technique, a sleep position adopted by many. Technically, it was 
a comforting technique. He found great comfort in the fact that there was a gun resting 
against his hand even as he slept. 


Tommy let sleep overcome him, ready for a dreamless night. 


It wasn't. 


"Again." 


"Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything." 


"Again." 


"Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything." 


"Again." 


"Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything." 


"feel anything." 


The class stayed silent as the instructor did not give the command to repeat the mantra. 
Instead, the instructor kept his eyes on a boy, one who stared forward like all the others, but 
the fear in his eyes gave him away. The instruction was to speak as one, in unison. Anyone 
who fell behind had failed the instruction. And they all knew what happened when you failed 
an instruction. 


They could hear Number 15's screams well into the night. 


"Tommy! I didn't know you were rostered on today." Tubbo smiled, stocking the shelves with 
cans of beans and soup, the lines crooked and messy. 


The boy in question stared at the lines with a painful eye, looking back at his friend his 
friend. Getting soft are we and smiling. "You know why it's usually my job to stock the 
shelves? Because if you do it, we get customers complaining that a psychopath has messed 
up the stock." 


"Oh please," the shorter boy jumped down from the ladder, pulling his shirt down from where 
it had ridden. "Just because you're a perfectionist doesn't mean you have to insult the rest of 
us lowly peasants." Tubbo sheepishly ran a hand through his hair. "Although could you 
please take over? I was only doing it because I thought you weren't here today." 


It was true, he wasn't originally supposed to come in today, but after his other job had let him 
have a day off due to being overstaffed, and the nightmare memory he had had last night, he 
needed to do something or he was going to go insane. 


Instead, he told Tubbo, "Me, being the gracious and amazing man I am, offered my 
invaluable help to the grocery store today, and they simply said 'Tommy! We give you our 
greatest thanks, we would be nothing without you! Please, Tubbo has been stocking the 
shelves and we need a professional’, and so here I am." 


The other boy laughed, a true, genuine laugh that only comes from innocence. "Well, I'm glad 
you could make it anyway." He handed the items over to Tommy and made his way to the 
front of the store. "I am much more suited to registers." 


Tommy was already working at the cafe, barely making rent and living off ramen noodles and 
scraps, when he saw the L'Manburg Groceries store was hiring, specifically looking for just 
about anyone. Sure, Tommy had never worked in a grocery store before, but he had learned a 
lot during his hours at the cafe and they always made sure the Spiders were ready for 
anything. He found his calling in stocking the shelves, a repetitive and mind-numbing 
activity that limited his customer interactions. It's not like he couldn't socialise, he was 


actually great at socialising, but Tommy often had trouble with strangers. It was a trait that he 
made sure to squash in his younger years. 


And being a perfectionist, as he was trained to be, meant that the managers immediately gave 
him that job every single shift. His rows of produce and stock were the neatest of anyone else 
working. When asked how he so quickly and efficiently lined item after item onto the 
shelves, he only said that he was taught to be quick and efficient in everything he does by his 
parents. Nevermind that often included killing, and he could hardly say his parents taught 
him anything. 


Tubbo was a strange boy. Barely older than himself, he was the first kid Tommy had met who 
wasn't trained with him from a young age. His carefree and light-hearted personality did not 
surprise Tommy (he could hardly be surprised by anything) but it did make him re-evaluate a 
lot of his childhood. He had never seen a boy so innocent and guiltless before. Never seen 
one without blood on his hands. He immediately clung to Tommy, giving him a tour on his 
first day and training him in registers, customer service, stocking, receiving deliveries, 
cleaning, sneaking snacks into the break room, and most importantly in how to let loose and 
have a little bit of fun every now and then. Tommy allowed himself these small freedoms 
with Tubbo, learning how to be a teenager, even if Tubbo thought that Tommy was the older 
of the two. It's not like he hadn't already lived a thousand lifetimes. 


The other boy made his way to registers as Tommy climbed the ladder to continue stocking 
the cans of beans and soups, allowing his hands to take over and his mind to wander as the 
radio blasted the news throughout the small store. 


"... last night, reports of a young man being stabbed in the thigh in the lower district of 
Esempee. He told police his attacker was a tall, well-built man who seemed experienced with 
a knife. Police ask anyone with any knowledge of the attack to come forward with 
information. And in breaking news, the heroes known as Mockingbird and Angel stopped a 
bombing in the populated area of Greater Esempee, the perpetrator taken into custody early 
this morning with the heroes only suffering minor injuries, allegedly a sprained ankle-" 


"Hey mate, can you grab me that up there?" 


Tommy was pulled out of his thoughts suddenly by the words of a man behind him, who 
wore a bright yellow sweater and blue pants, reaching his hand up towards an item on the 


highest shelf of the aisle. Tommy grabbed the can and reached down to the customer, 
mumbling a "here you are" before turning back to work. 


The man wasn’t finished though, as he continued, "Thanks man, and also could you direct me 
to where I could find the first aid section?" 


Sighing, Tommy turned around again, putting on his best smile. "Sure, it's just three aisles 
down where the bathroom supplies are." 


"Thanks man!" The customer turned away, heading down the aisle towards where Tommy 
had pointed. He walked slowly, a seemingly normal pace to an untrained eye, but Tommy 
could see the slight limp, the man favouring his left side in his stride. The young boy 
furrowed his brows but thought nothing of it as he went back to stocking the shelves. 


Tommy had moved onto the pasta section when he heard Tubbo's energetic "Wilbur!" 
echoing around the small store. It was the man from before, placing items such as a first aid 
kit, the can of peas he had grabbed from Tommy, and a bag of potatoes onto the register dock. 
Tommy tuned into the conversation, interested in Tubbo's extra enthusiasm towards the 
customer he knew by name. "You're not usually in this early." 


The man - Wilbur - laughed, but there was a tension to his shoulders. "Duty calls." 


"Don't I know it!" Tubbo responded, an ease to his words. "At least it wasn't a late night?" It 
was more of a question, a probing thought, than a statement. 


Wilbur shrugged. "Not too late." The answer was vague and mysterious, the man watching as 
Tubbo bagged his purchase and took his cash. "I'll see you tonight then?" 


Tubbo finished the interaction by handing Wilbur his bag and smiling. "Perhaps. Depends on 
how busy we get." 


"Well, Phil will miss you greatly if he doesn't see you. You know how clingy he gets." A new 
character, Phil, another person Tommy has never heard Tubbo speak of. Just who are these 
people? 


Wilbur smiled as Tubbo laughed at the Phil comment, seemingly understanding the reference. 
"He'll get over it. I'll hopefully see you tonight." 


"Have a good one Tubso!" Wilbur left just as quickly as he had arrived. 


Tommy, not interested at all, called out to Tubbo. "Who was that?" The store is empty, 
meaning the pair of boys are free to talk as long as they work, a gracious rule allowed by the 
managers. Tommy is not curious, he is not, he is simply making sure he knows the regular 
customers of the store, that's all. 


"Oh, Wilbur?" Tubbo answered as if Tommy could be speaking about any other person in the 
world. "He's a friend of mine. Works with me in my other job. His family kind of adopted me 
when they heard I didn't really have any one who cared." 


That was another thing Tommy connected with Tubbo on; although their situations were both 
completely different, they were both teens trying to make a living with no no one to really 
look after them; no one who would give them the time of day. There was a shared 
understanding between the two boys, a knowing look of "I know how it is" even when their 
backgrounds were totally different. Tommy never asked Tubbo how he came to work at 
L'Manburg, working two jobs himself, and Tubbo never asked Tommy why he didn't have a 
phone or any social media. It was a silent agreement the boys had come to early in their days 
of working together. 


Tommy did, however, know that Tubbo worked in IT at a company somewhere in the upper 
districts. The boy was admittedly crazy talented on a computer, having hacked into the 
managers’ account to grant Tommy sick leave when he had badly broken his ribs one night. 
Tommy was glad Tubbo didn't ask too many questions. How could he explain that he broke 
his ribs because he was a vigilante and had miscalculated how many people he had been 
fighting? Tubbo seemed to enjoy his other job a lot more than working at the grocery store, 
and Tommy felt the same way. The only reason work at L'Manburg Groceries was ever 
bearable was because of each other's company, a reason Tommy would never have let himself 
agree to just a year prior. Attachments were weaknesses, and weakness was not tolerated. 


But Tubbo had made him hot chocolate and had turned his ramen into a work of art those few 
days he was out of commission. Tommy hadn't even asked him to come over, and had no idea 
how Tubbo even found out where he was living (probably hacked into the data at work). And 
Tubbo had brought over a blanket, the softest one Tommy had ever felt, and had let him keep 
it when the boy fell asleep watching one of those superhero movies. Tubbo had suggested an 
old Disney movie, one of the classics, but Tommy had politely declined instead they laughed 
at the way the movie portrayed a ripoff version of the Angel and the Blade, with aliases such 
as Halo and the Knife replacing the names that sent fear and awe into the hearts of every 
person in Esempee, and even the world. And Tubbo had stayed with Tommy and never asked 
questions when he woke up screaming from a nightmare, only offering a smile and a hug. 


Tommy had been taught that attachments were weaknesses, and weakness was not tolerated, 
but Tubbo had only made him stronger. 


"How come I've never heard you mention Wilbur before?" Tommy asked, trying his best to 
seem busy as he re-stocked the bags near the registers. 


Tubbo only smiled. "I like to keep my two works separate, I don't want a lot of people 
knowing I work two jobs." 


Tommy could understand that, but he felt there was a deeper reason than that, one Tubbo 
wasn't telling him. He had been trained to read body language, and Tubbo's mouth twitched 
in just the wrong way to tell him that something was up. And the limp the man had, the way 
he was hiding it so well. There was something there that was weird, but maybe he should let 
Tubbo have his secrets. Afterall, Tommy had never told Tubbo anything about his past. His 
whole life was one big secret. Who was he to go snooping around in other people's business? 


He should've left it alone. 


"11, stand at the front of the class." 


The boy labelled Number 11 rose from his seat and stood next to his teacher. He felt 
everyone's eyes staring into his own, their faces a blank canvas to be molded. 


"11, recite the passage in French." 


Russian was the language the boys were predominantly taught in, but all of them were 
expected to be fluent in almost every language. The importance of being prepared for any 
situation was a lesson that came to them as easy as walking. 


The boy stood in front of the class and recited, word for word, the passage written behind him 
on the board. He knew the punishment for failure would be harsh, and so he cleared his mind 
of anything other than what he needed to do. 


He was seven and already fluent in Russian, English, Spanish, Greek, Mandarin, French, 
Arabic and German. He needed to be. It was learn or die. 


11 finished the passage, standing still until he received further instruction from his teacher. 


"Class, can you tell me what the French word for ‘morning’ is?" 


The class replied in unison. Dread settled in 11's stomach. 


He still has the burns from that night. 


Tommy sat atop an apartment building, his legs dangling over the side. He was polishing his 
knife, the hilt still covered in some dried blood. 


When he first escaped and settled in Esempee, he had been wandering through the streets 
when he witnessed a man following a young girl into an alleyway. It was in District 4, the 
lowest of the districts, and he assumed these things often went unnoticed. Most of the 
children here were homeless, and those who weren't were working at least one job to help 
their family. 


This girl looked haggard, the clothes falling off her slim figure, showing the bones. Still, 
there was a life in her that was often seen around this district. The people were survivors, and 
he could relate to that. 


He felt a sickening feeling in his stomach as the man cornered her at the end of the alley, 
placing his hands on each side of her to trap her. Tommy couldn't hear his words but could 
hear his tone; it reminded him of the voices the guards used in reference to the female 
Spiders. The reminder sent shivers up his spine. Back then he could do nothing but ignore it; 
any attempt to attack a guard would end in severe punishment. So, he continued on his way... 


Until he heard the terrified words of the girl. 


"Please, don't hurt me." 


Something awoke in him, a passion that he hadn't felt before, a passion that had been 
squashed when he was young. 


The man was dead before he hit the floor. 


He had luckily kept his mask on from when he first escaped, keeping his identity shielded 
from the terrified girl. She couldn't have been older than thirteen, and she trembled as Tommy 
disposed of the body. 


He went towards her, but stopped as she flinched. Cocking his head, he whispered, "I'm not 
here to hurt you. I only hurt bad people." Of course, this was the first time he was putting this 
promise into action. 


But as she accepted his outreached hand, he realised it was a promise he intended to keep. 


As he sat atop the apartment building, he looked over the district he had been protecting for 
five months now. He had kept his promise. He only hurts bad guys. 


So, he didn't understand why the hero Mockingbird was on his tail. 


Tommy's training instilled in him many subconscious habits and skills, and so even though 
Mockingbird thought he was being silent, the rustling sound of his coat alerted the boy to his 
presence. "Are you going to keep standing there or are you going to talk to me?" 


He heard Mockingbird take a step back, clearly shocked he had been caught. "You heard 
me?" 


The boy laughed, a dry laugh that died in the cold night air. "Not many people can sneak up 
on me." He turned his head slightly so that he could see the hero. 


Mockingbird was in his usual attire, a dark yellow undershirt covered by a large brown coat 
that blew in the wind behind him, giving him an ethereal look. His face was covered, 
shadowed by the mess of hair that fell in his eyes and the brown leather mask over his mouth. 
Mockingbird did not rely on weapons, in fact he had a strange aversion to them, and relied 
solely on his abilities. 


"You're a hard man to find, Theseus." 


Tommy smiled at the alias. "I don't usually want to be found." 


The wind howled through the streets, creating an unusual amount of noise, but Tommy could 
still hear when Mockingbird took a step forward. "I've been wanting to speak to you for a 
while. Will you talk to me? " 


There it was. Mockingbird's power. 


The hero never relied on weapons, he could make his enemies do whatever he wanted with a 
few sweet words and a teeny bit of compulsion surrounding his lips. Tommy had seen 


Mockingbird take down men twice his size by simply talking to them, and people untrained 
in resisting such a power were powerless at the sound of his voice. 


But it would take more than a few words to take down Tommy's mental defense. 


"Depends on what you ask," Tommy replied, chuckling when Mockingbird seemed shocked 
once again. He finally turned around to face the hero head on, his back to the street below. "I 
can't guarantee an answer on anything." 


The hero narrowed his eyes at the vigilante, cutting straight to the point, “You’re on our 
radar. A vigilante who kills his targets rather than apprehending them, but only the worst of 
them. It’s calculated, planned. And clean kills too. I have no doubt you would be able to hide 
the bodies so well that we would never find them, but you leave them in the open. Like a 
message.” 


“It is a message,” Tommy replied, sheathing his knife back into his boot. “I want those people 
to know they are the lowest of the lows, and do not deserve to live.” 


Mockingbird cocked his head, “Shouldn’t the justice system decide that? Not some random 
with a thirst for blood?” 


“These people reside in the justice system too. Wouldn’t you rather no rapist than a rapist 
who gets let out of prison 5 years early for “good behaviour’?” 


Tommy had seen it first hand. One mission had him enter into juvie, pretending to be a 
“troubled youth”. In reality, he was tasked with tracking down one of the Spiders who had 
somehow been caught. He wasn’t there to break him out though; the organisation wanted him 
dead before he could spill any secrets to the police. But in his time playing the part, Tommy 
saw men avoid prison, judges and police turning a blind eye. 


“Well,” Mockingbird broke Tommy out of his memory. “We’ve been watching you, and the 
Hero's Committee is worried about your activity. I’ve been tasked to bring you in.” 


The hero swiped out to grab Tommy’s hands, whispering a “Be still ” command with his 
compulsion. Tommy breathed through the command, emptying his mind and putting up 
barrier after barrier to block the instruction. Mockingbird thought he had finally gotten into 
Tommy’s mind, and laughed. 


Tommy only smiled and jumped through Mockingbird’s legs and turned so he was facing the 
hero’s back, twisting the older man’s arms and forcing him to let go. Mockingbird landed on 
his hands and kicked behind him, managing to get a blow to Tommy’s face and throwing him 
backwards. 


While Tommy was on the ground, Mockingbird turned around to apprehend him once again, 
placing both hands on the younger’s shoulders to pin him down. “Be still! ” He tried again, 
but Tommy only swung his legs around to topple the lanky man, swinging back onto his feet 
before kicking the hero in the ribs. 


The hero groaned, curling in on himself to hold his aching chest. 


“Sorry, Mockingbird,” Tommy turned away, stalking off the building before the man could 
regain his breath. “I don’t do ‘still’.” 


“You are to stay still until released. ” 


The boys were still, had been still, and were going to stay still. 


The night air bit into their cheeks, their noses turning red. One boy had already collapsed, 
his body still laying in the snow, growing colder and colder by the second. Number 11 was 
sure that his pulse had already died out long ago. 


Another boy had moved to adjust his shirt to better cover his chest. They had dragged him 
away. 


Endurance training was important, they said. It prepares you for the elements. Missions 
could take place in any climate at any time and a Spider was always prepared for any 
possibility. 


He had lost count of the hours they had spent in the courtyard, only clothed in a singlet and 
shorts. They had arrived near sundown and the moon was well into the sky now. He dared not 
move a muscle, remaining at attention for however long their instructor asked them to. 


It went against every fibre of Number 11 5 being to stay this still, his fingers and legs aching, 
begging to be allowed free-movement. But failure to follow instructions results in punishment, 
and furthermore each failure sends him lower down the ranks. 


And so, Number 11 stood still for the rest of the night, even when the other boys' legs gave 
way beneath them. He would survive when no one else could. 


Coffee dates with Therapy! 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter: 

- Mentions of child abduction 
- Mentions of starvation 

- Mentions of abuse 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It was raining. Because, of course, it was raining. 


He huddled beneath an awning, more specifically under a table in front of a cafe window. The 
lights were turned off, as expected considering it was currently midnight and the store closed 
earlier that night, the woman locking the door behind her just as the rain had started. Tommy 
had been wandering the streets, stomach spasming from lack of food when he watched her 
stalk off. He had peered into the store window to assess what could be stolen, only to stop 
when he realised he didn't really have anything to pick the lock with. 


‘Little Spider, have you forgotten your training? It's only been a few weeks.' 


He turned around, but the light blonde hair and sinister smile that he expected to see wasn't 
there. Instead, it was just his face in the window that he saw, staring back with a pale 
complexion littered with bruises. He could just make out his cheekbones as well. 


Although he never thought he would say this, he was kind of grateful for the endurance 
training they had been forced to undergo. Without it, he definitely would've collapsed from 
hunger pain. He'd already run out of the few supplies he had stolen just a few days ago. 


Looking at the window, he figured he still had some strength left to break the glass, but that 
would get him on the radar, and one thing he knew was that he needed to lie low. Nobody 
liked a street urchin, especially one as tall and lanky as himself. He wouldn't get any pity for 
his cuteness, although the organisation made sure to milk that for all it was worth in his 
youth. 


Deciding that breaking the window would be too much of a hassle, he resigned himself to just 
sitting underneath the table, holding onto his stomach and willing the pain away. He could 
survive one more day, he had always survived just one more day. It was the way he had 
succeeded, always surviving one day more than the others. 


He had almost let himself succumb to sleep when the first rays of sunlight hit the streets, and 
he heard a door unlocking to his left. 


It was the woman who owned the store, unlocking the door while staring at her phone, too 
engrossed in whatever was on the screen to notice the boy hiding underneath her tables. That 
is until he made a move to leave. 


Snapping her head towards the sound, the woman left the front of the store to make her way 
over to the seating area. "Hello? Is there someone there?" 


He willed his breathing to slow as he watched her feet, stepping closer and closer to where 
he was hidden. 


She stopped suddenly in front of him, and he could only guess where her gaze had landed. 
And then, she knelt down. 


He almost moved to escape, until he saw her face. Shocked at first, her look melted into a 
small smile, her eyes twinkling and kind. There was no sympathy, no pity. Just... kindness. 


He didn't know what to do. 


"Hello," she said, reaching out a hand to pull him up. "What's your name?" 


His name? No one had ever actually asked for his name before, his name that he gave himself 
long ago. Never had he even spoken it out loud, too scared of his instructors with their eyes 


everywhere. His name... his name... 


"Tommy!" 


Puffy met him every morning at 5:15am when his shift started, ready with a smile and a free 
cup of coffee to start his day. He had initially objected to these gifts (Puffy, I'm not a charity 
case!") but he eventually welcomed them. Afterall, who could turn down Puffy's star quality 
coffee? 


Tommy enjoyed these mornings, waking early anyways due to his training, as the short 
amount of time after his shift started until around mid-morning was always relatively quiet, 
especially on his Sunday shifts. It was usually just him and Puffy, as well as one other staff 
member on busy mornings, and he liked it that way. Not that anyone would ever catch him 
saying that. 


Still, it was hard not to be easy around Puffy. She let off an aura of comfort, always lending a 
hand and a listening ear to anyone who asked. They, therefore, had many regular customers 
who often frequented the cafe for a coffee and a talk with Puffy, a few bar stools located next 
to the coffee machine for this purpose. Tommy would be lying if he said he hadn't spent 
many a quiet night on one of those stools, listening to Puffy talk about her life. It was 
comforting. She had provided the first comfort he had ever experienced in his life. 


Puffy realised pretty early on that Tommy barely knew how to make even an instant coffee, 
let alone making a coffee to the standards of Sweets Steams Cafe . She was patient with him, 
though, teaching him how to use the till, how to press the powder so that it was perfect, and 
how to pour milk in the pretty patterns that customers asked for. And Tommy was a quick 
learner, he had to be, if he wasn't he was killed and found comfort in the rich smells of coffee 
and the mouth-watering aroma of Puffy's handmade sweets. Puffy never pushed for him to 
talk about his past, a fact Tommy was grateful for. 


This morning Puffy greeted him with a smile like every other day, as well as his favourite 
coffee order, a caramel macchiato with extra caramel who knew he had a sweet tooth? and a 
blueberry muffin. 


Tommy smiled, "A muffin today? I know I deserve it because I am the best and biggest man 
there is, but what is special today?" 


"Nothing in particular," Puffy replied, handing him the goods. "Today's just a blueberry 
muffin day, you know?" 


Today, Sunday, was really nothing special at all, but Puffy managed to turn everyday into a 
special day. He graciously took the coffee and the muffin, the blueberries practically melting 
in his mouth, still warm. 


"Anything exciting happened over the weekend?" Puffy asked, providing a last minute clean 
to the whole store before they opened, while Tommy brought the cakes, muffins, tarts, 
brownies etc out of the kitchen and into the store display. 


Tommy thought back on last night and his fight with Mockingbird, before answering, 
"Nothing really. Worked an extra shift at L'Manberg, same old, same old." 


Puffy only laughed, "You know, you might be the only eighteen year old I know who lives 
such a boring life. Surely there's something more going on?" 


He wanted to say, " Does escaping a high security child assassin organisation, turning to a 
life of vigilantism and beating the number 3 superhero sound boring to you?" Tommy kept 
this to himself, though, and only smiled at the woman. 


That was another thing. Tommy, in reality, was 16, or at least that is what they told him 
anyway. He never had an actual birthday, as birthdays were celebrations and there was no fun 
in the organisation, but every year on New Year's he marked an extra year to his age. When 
Puffy had offered him a job, opened her doors to him and helped him get onto his feet, he 
told her he was 18. A bit of a stupid thing to do, but Tommy figured she would be more 
willing to hire an 18 year than a 16 year old. 


It's a good thing he was always the best liar in his class. 


At 5:30am, on the dot, Puffy opened the door and let in the first customers. One, in particular, 
was a young man with pale pink hair who always showed up right when the cafe opened. 


"Techno, let me guess," Tommy smirked, "One black coffee, one sugar hell drink and a 
matcha latte?" 


The other man did not smile and did not laugh, but Tommy could still see the amusement in 
his eyes. "You cannot make that comment considering what you drink." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes just as he was writing 'Sweet Demon' on the aforementioned sugar 
hell drink. "How would you know that?" 


"Puffy." 


Scribbling the word 'Asshole' onto the black coffee cup, Tommy made a mental note to have 
words with Puffy later. "So what? I am still a big man, and I am such a big man that I can 
handle the dangerous levels of sweetness." 


"Sure Tommy," and the younger considered it a win that there was a twitch of a smile on the 
man's mouth. 


Techno was a regular customer. Every morning he came in to order three drinks; a black 
coffee, a matcha latte and an absolutely disgraceful coffee with no less than five sugars . 
Tommy refused to ever say it out loud, "I will make it for you, but don't ever make me say 
that. I will not lose my dignity." Tommy was forever trying to figure out if the black coffee 
was for Techno or his mysterious brother, as he was pretty sure the matcha latte was for their 
dad, who seemed very sweet from the stories Techno had told him (his brother, on the other 
hand, seemed to be very 'gremlin-esque' as Tommy once put it). Techno never ordered just 
one drink and always left the store before taking a sip, so Tommy would never know which 
drink was actually for him. 


Puffy returned from putting the second batch of baked goods in the oven, smiling as she 
wiped her flour-covered hands over her apron. "Techno, busy night I heard?" 


"You could say that," he replied, taking a seat on the 'Puffy's Therapy' stools. "We had a bit of 
trouble last night, our guy gave Wil a run for his money." 


From what Tommy had heard from Techno and Puffy, Techno and his family worked in 
tracking down suspects that the police were usually too busy to deal with. Or, at least, that's 
what he assumed. Neither of them had ever told him exactly what the family did, and so he 
could only fill in with what he thought was the truth. He didn't even know how Puffy knew 
the family, other than the possibility that Puffy used to work with them. 


Maybe he needed to do a bit more investigation. 


He let himself look busy, serving customers with a practiced ease that only comes when you 
are taught how to dissociate from yourself. On the outside, he was the perfect picture of 
customer service, smiles and conversation starters, but on the inside he was still listening to 
Puffy and Techno's conversation while she made his order. 


"Your guy?" 


"This guy we're worried about. Been stirring up a little trouble." 


"Wil couldn't get through to him?" 


"Not at all. It was kinda funny actually." 


"Excuse, mister, I said a venti." 


Tommy blinked his eyes as his hand held a noticeably grande cup, a lady staring at him with 
an unamused expression. 


He schooled his features into a flirty smile, "You can venti my grande anytime," and grabbed 
a venti cup instead while the lady gave him a dirty look and huffed away. He tried to tune 


back into Puffy and Techno's conversation, but when he turned to them Techno was long 
gone and Puffy was making a new coffee order. He let out a soft "Damnit", cursing himself 
for getting so distracted. 


He was losing his touch. 


"What do you see, Little Spider?" 


Number I1 stared at the film on the screen, a video of a family. There were two boys, a girl, a 
mum and a dad, all out for a day at the beach. The video was grainy and blurry, but that 
didn't mean it wasn't important. 


The boy sat in a room with the video playing, his instructor beside him. He studied the film 
for a few minutes, taking in every detail he could find, observing, watching, assessing. 


"The father is having an affair, the wife knows about it and so does the eldest boy. The girl is 
planning to run away, and the youngest is clueless to everything that is happening. They look 
like a happy family, but the husband beats up his wife and yells at the children, the eldest boy 
is depressed and the mother is considering leaving with all the children but is too scared to." 


Number 11 waited as the instructor turned the video off, only a black screen left covering the 
wall. "You may leave." The boy nodded, leaving the chair and returning to the waiting room 
where the rest of the boys were sitting. To most, the lack of response from their teacher would 
mean they had failed, or at least had done bad. But Number 11 knew better. 


He had aced that test. 


Tubbo was there when Tommy's shift started at L'Manburg, which Tommy was used to by 
now. He didn’t know how but the boy always managed to work the same shifts as Tommy, 
and always showed up before him, even though he was notorious for being late with every 
thing. 


The other thing was that Tubbo wasn't alone in the break room. 


"-I don't know what it was Tubbo, I mean I've had people before who were able to, you know, 
not be affected but..." 


The man trailed off at the sight of Tommy, staring at him from across the room. It was the 
man from the other day, Wilbur, sitting there with a beanie on his head and the same yellow 
sweater, does he wear anything else? 


Tubbo first looked like a deer in the headlights, staring at Tommy with a guilty face, before 
excitedly running up to Tommy to take his hand. "Tommy, Tommy! This is the guy I was 
telling you about, from the other day." Tubbo forced Tommy to shake hands with Wilbur, the 
other man only giving him a smirk in response. "Wilbur, this is Tommy. He started working 
here five months ago." 


Wilbur still had that smirk on his face, cocking his head to the side, "Tubbo talks a lot about 
you. Seems you've made quite the impression." 


Tommy offered a quick smile, the false pretense easily morphing to his face. "Well of course 
he does, I am only the greatest man alive." 


Tubbo rolled his eyes, "I have a feeling it was a bad idea introducing you two." 


"Too late now," Wilbur responded, his hands easily sliding back into his pants pockets. 


What do you see, Little Spider? Tommy shook the voice out of his head; he was here to work, 
not to analyse this man's behavioural patterns. Even if he was acting suspicious. 


Especially if Tubbo was acting very strange. Even for Tubbo. 


"So," Tommy asked, putting on his nametag, "You're Tubbo's friend from his other job?" 


Tubbo smiled, an awkward look that immediately signified to Tommy that his suspicions 
were correct. Wilbur, on the other hand, kept his ease and nonchalant exterior. "Yeah, I work 
for a private criminal investigation company, Tubbo is our main hacker. He's saved our asses 
more times than I can count." The younger boy blushed heavily, mumbling an insult that 
didn't have the effect it should have. Wilbur laughed and ruffled the boy's hair. "You know 
you love me, Tubbs." 


"Shove off," Tommy snickered at Tubbo's reaction, on brand for the 5'5" gremlin. "Oh, 
Tommy!" The boy continued, escaping from Wilbur's grasp. "We're having a movie night at 
Wilbur's in a few days time, you should come?" 


Wilbur looked ready to kill a child, but Tubbo only smiled at Tommy, willing him to come. 
Tommy knew he couldn't, knew he couldn't become attached to the teenager, or to Wilbur. He 
knew that Wilbur at least was bad news, knew there was something bad going on. He had 
escaped to get away from all this stuff, all the secrecy and hiding and watching your back. 
Even standing in Wilbur's presence, he knew there was something wrong about him, 
something that should be kept hidden. Tommy should run as far away as possible. 


But, despite all he was put through, despite all the pain and suffering, despite the fact he had 
compassion and love and attachments beaten out of him before he could even walk... he still 
wanted it. 


"I probably shouldn't," he said instead. "I've got... things." 


Tubbo rolled his eyes again (he loved doing that) and pressed, "Oh come on, Wilbur, tell him 
he's invited." 


"Well, actually Tubbo, I think I should ask Phil-" 


"Phil will be fine with it! He loves picking up strays!" 


"Well, yes, but-" 


"It's decided Tommy!" Tubbo jumped over to him, slinging an arm around Tommy's neck. 
"Whether you like it or not, I'm picking you up on Wednesday and I'm taking you to watch a 
movie." 


Tommy thought over his options, looking over at Wilbur who seemed to have a very 
constipated look on his face. "Sure," he said, smiling specifically at Wilbur. "It'll be fun." 


Number 11 scoured the streets, looking for an exit, looking for a way out. He arrived at an 
old apartment building and immediately rushed in, forgoing the school boy jacket he was 
wearing. Throwing it into a random cupboard, he unbuttoned his white shirt to reveal a red 
undershirt and threw it in with the jacket. 


Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a blue baseball cap and placed it on his head, taking 
a quick look in a window before rushing back down the stairs, keeping his head low. 


The agents who were following him paid him almost no mind when they met in the hallways, 
still off searching for a blond-haired boy in a school uniform. 


Number 11 smiled. 


Tommy frowned at the memory. He was only 10. 


He kept his eye on the school boy on the street below him, the reason he had been reminded 
of the memory. This boy couldn't have been older than he was during that time. 


Tommy had spotted the boy at the bus stop, waiting for his bus to arrive. It was almost 7pm, 
there was no reason this boy should still be out on the streets, but here he was. 


Another thing that alarmed Tommy; the group of three men surrounding the bus stop 
inconspicuously. They looked like regular citizens waiting for the bus, each dressed in a 


different attire, one in a business suit, another wearing construction gear, the third wearing a 
normal hoodie. To anyone else they looked like complete strangers, but Tommy had seen the 
way they had all looked at each other when they arrived at the same time. 


The vigilante kept his distance, watching over the situation closely but far enough away that 
he would not be spotted. He narrowed his eyes as the men converged on the boy, the 
movement hidden in the dark of the night and the fact that nobody else was around them. The 
men led the boy into an alley behind the bus stop, shielding him away from the street lights. 


Just as they were about to enter a building, Tommy jumped down behind the man in the 
business suit. Swiftly, he kicked the man in the back of the knees to incapacitate him, and 
swung his knife across the construction worker's arm. These men were not professionals, 
those two small wounds would stop them from inhibiting him as he grabbed the final man, 
careful not to injure the boy and twisted his arm until he heard a pop. Then, before any of the 
men could stand back up, he grabbed the boy in his arms and ran out of sight. The boy was 
hyperventilating, understandable in his position, and so Tommy stopped under a well-lit 
street light to assess for any injuries, and to also calm the boy down. 


"Hey, I'm not here to hurt you," Tommy spoke softly, smoothing down the boy's black curls. 
"I just want to make sure you are alright." 


The boy whimpered, clutching at a deep dark bruise that was already beginning to form, 
clearly where the man had grabbed at his arm. There were small indents where blood had 
begun to spill from. Tommy felt only hatred for the men, but promised to not go and finish 
the job before he could patch up this boy. 


Tommy pulled out a bandage, a picture of the Angel on the front of it. He held it out for the 
boy. "Look, this one even has a superhero on the front. He'll make sure you're healed in no 
time." 


The boy laughed, even though his face was still wet with tears, glistening under the street 
light. "I like the Blade better." 


"What?" Tommy spitted out, exaggerating his movements. "But the Angel is the superior 
superhero, everyone knows that. Are you sure you didn't hit your head?" The boy laughed 


again, and Tommy smiled under the mask, glad he could make someone laugh rather than cry 
or die. "I don't even know if you deserve this bandage now." 


He pulled the bandage away from the boy, keeping it just out of the younger one's reach. "No, 
no Mr Theseus!" 


Tommy stopped. "You know my name?" 


"Uh uh," the boy affirmed, smiling. "Mumma talks about you all the time, says you're doing 
good things." 


The vigilante huffed, "Well, you listen to your mum," and placed the bandage on the boy's 
arm. "Now, we need to get you home." 


Tommy made sure the boy got into his home, the mum grabbing him into a hug before he 
could leave. He unconsciously leaned into the touch, relishing in the warmth. 


Once he had made sure the boy was in good hands, he turned back to go down to the alley, 
hoping the men were still there, even though he knew they probably wouldn't be. 


He was surprised to see that the men were still there, however they were tied up in a trance- 
like state, simply staring up at the sky. "What the -" 


"Theseus. I thought this might have been your work." 


Fuuuuuuuu- 


There he was, Mockingbird in all his glory, standing dramatically so that his brown coat 
flapped in the wind. "I thought I would finish the job for you," Tommy couldn't see the man's 
face, but knew he was smiling. "You're welcome by the way." 


"I wanted those men dead," Tommy replied emotionlessly. "They don't deserve to live." 


Mockingbird takes a step forward, "Everyone deserves to live." 


"Not these people." 


"And you decide that? You decide whether people live or die?" 


Tommy gritted his teeth, "It's not like this is new to me or anything." 


But Mockingbird just continued, clearly on a roll. "These people may have done bad things, 
and I agree that they don't deserve any freedom or kindness, but they're still people. You don't 
decide who gets punished. It's like you enjoy killing or something!" 


Something inside Tommy snaps. As hard as he was holding back that side of himself, keeping 
it locked inside the deepest pits of his mind, in that moment Achilles revealed himself for the 
first time in five months. "You want to see me enjoy killing? Because I can. I can play the 
part. I've been playing it for most of my life. You want to see me enjoy taking someone's life? 
I can do it. I'll watch the life slowly drain from their eyes, as they can do nothing to stop it." 


As if his body was moving on it's own, Achilles moved so he was standing right in front of 
Mockingbird, the superhero taking more steps back as the assassin closed in on him. "I can 
kill someone with nothing more than a piece of paper, trust me, I've done it," Achilles would 
be lying if he said he didn't enjoy the fear in the hero's eyes. "Don't test me, Mockingbird. I'm 
more dangerous than you could ever imagine." 


The assassin watched as the hero looked him up and down, taking in his tensed posture, 
before slowly backing away, calling the police to deal with the men still below them. 


It was only when he was stumbling on his way home, hand pressed against his pounding 
head, that Tommy finally came to his senses. 
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Tommy had stared down death multiple times, been trained to take out a fully grown man in 
six seconds flat and knew exactly how to manipulate someone into doing anything he 
wanted. 


Yet here he was, pacing in front of his door five minutes before Tubbo said he would come, 
trying to decide whether he should bring his gun, his knife, both or none at all. 


"Nothing's going to happen to me there," he reasoned, mumbling as he turned around for 
another lap of his living room. "It'll be completely safe." 


But what if this is a trap? Trust your gut, something is wrong with Wilbur and Tubbo. 


"But they wouldn't hurt me," Tommy responded back to the voice in his head. "Or, at least 
Tubbo won't hurt me. Not too sure about Wilbur." 


Even more reason to come prepared. If anything happens, you can protect yourself. 


"I don't need to protect myself, not everything is do or die anymore." 


Isn't it? 


He then heard a knocking at the door, pulling him out of his thoughts. "Tommy? I'm here!" 


Tommy decided, "Screw it," and pushed the gun back under his pillow in his room, taking 
only the knife stowed away in his boots. "It'll be fine." Taking in a deep breath, he opened the 
door, revealing a smiling Tubbo on the other side excitedly bouncing up and down. "Hello, 
Tubbo." 


"Tommy, this is going to be so fun!" The boy exclaimed, grabbing Tommy out of his 
apartment and into the hallway. "I feel like we never hang outside of work, I mean other than 
that time you got sick, but we've never hung out when it's for the purpose of hanging out, you 
know?" 


Breaking free of the boy's grip he was surprisingly strong, Tommy turned back to lock his 
apartment door. "Yes, Tubbo, it is going to be very fun." 


Tubbo laughed, "I'm glad you agree!" Tommy barely had time to turn the lock before Tubbo 
had grabbed at him again, pulling him along out of the apartment building and into the street. 
"Now, Wilbur and his family live in District 1, so we have a bit of ways to go until we get 
there, we'll take the bus -" 


"Wait, wait," Tommy stuttered. "District 1? They live in District 1?" 


How is Tubbo friends with someone who lives in the richest district in town? 


"Oh yeah, but don't worry, they aren't those stuck up rich people, you know? They're all 
pretty chill. Also, I forgot to mention, but you won't have to worry about meeting his brother 
and dad, they're going to be out for the night, so it'll just be Wilbur, you and myself, but that'll 
be chill I think..." 


Tommy tuned Tubbo out while they got onto the bus, still making sure he was staying 
engaged to Tubbo's ramblings. 


District 1? Tubbo couldn't have mentioned before this that Wilbur was from District 1? 


He looked down at his outfit, an old white t-shirt with red sleeves that he found in a thrift 
shop, and brown pants that were being given away for no cost. His boots, at least, looked 
acceptable but that's only because they were the only shoes he took with him when he 
escaped, they were made to be durable so of course they were still nice. 


Regardless of that, when the bus stopped and Tubbo dragged him through the streets, Tommy 
definitely felt underdressed for the neighbourhood. 


Although, it's not like he hadn't been to fancy and rich houses before, after all, the rich were 
always the easiest to manipulate. 


"And you, my dear?" The lady smiles at him, her pearl necklace hanging delicately from her 
neck as she leaned over to him. "What are you interested in?" 


He smiled, straightening his back. "The piano. I've been taking lessons since I was four, but 
just recently I've rediscovered my passion for it." 


The agent next to him laughed, the smile dripping off her lips. "Isn't he precious? Our little 
charmer." 


The woman in front of them laughed along with the agent, placing her wine glass down onto 
the table. "Oh, they are precious aren't they? I never was able to have kids of my own," she 
turned to stare at him, leaning over to pinch his cheeks. He fought the urge to snap her neck. 
"Of course, with Fred's ‘job description'," she chuckled around the phrase, "we wouldn't be 
able to have children. Too messy, too dangerous. Children would just get in the way." She 
stared intently at him, and he could see the coldness in her eyes. They held eye-contact for a 


while until she turned back to the agent next to him. "But good on you. I couldn't do it." 


His 'mother' nodded, turning back to look at him with a look of pride and love. It was fake. 
"Yes, we realised raising a child in this environment would be..." she paused, but he knew it 
was only for dramatic effect. "...difficult. But, I wouldn't trade him for the world." 


He stayed on the couch as the two women turned away to look at the expensive art hanging 
on the walls. They returned only a minute later, but just as the lady took a sip of her wine, the 
agent stood once more. "I'm afraid that's us taking our leave. Thank you very much for 
having us." 


They left the house as the woman finished her wine with a smile. He could see the bubbles in 
the wine as she lifted the glass to her lips, the empty bottle sitting heavy inside his pocket. 


"And we're here!" Tubbo stopped suddenly, looking up at a relatively small house for the 
neighbourhood. "This is Wilbur's house." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes. The house was in possibly the fanciest area of the entire city, and 
yet it was humble, cozy even. The house wasn't too different to the other houses in the area, it 
certainly didn't look completely out of place, but it was still a fairly normal house. 


Tubbo very easily walked up the driveway and knocked on the door, motioning for Tommy to 
follow him when it was clear he hadn't moved from the front lawn. "Come on, don't stand 
there all day." 


As he followed Tubbo to the front door, a very unamused and tired Wilbur opened it, still in 
that stupid yellow sweater. Does he own any other piece of clothing? 


"Mate, is that the only sweater you own?" Tommy asked, cocking his head to the side. 


Wilbur only smirked in response. "I own ten copies of this sweater." 


"Jesus Christ." 


Tommy's comment broke the tension of the moment, sending Tubbo into uncontrollable 
laughter while Wilbur just barely held back a smile, his eyes twinkling. Tommy felt 


something deep in his stomach, a certain warmth he had only felt around Tubbo and Puffy. 
Maybe Wilbur wasn't as bad as he thought. 


Wilbur opened the door a little more, motioning for the boys to come inside. "Alright, so my 
brothers and dad are out for the night on some business," he smirked around the word 


T-n 


'business', "so it's just us for the night." 


"That's fine," Tubbo ran into the house and collapsed onto the couch, as at ease here as he 
was anywhere. "They can come next movie night." 


Tommy surveyed the room. One exit, the door he just came out of. A kitchen to the left of the 
living room and a dining room to the back. There was another exit, to the right beside the 
couch and TV, out to a pool and courtyard. The fences surrounding it were easily 9ft tall, but 
that wouldn't be a problem for Tommy if he needed to get out. The yard extended from the 
side of the living room to behind the dining table, a simple window showing the rest of the 
property. At the back of the room was a hallway, the door underneath a staircase leading to 
the next floor. Two definite exits, and a third one if needed. 


"Next movie night?" Tommy asked, sitting casually next to Tubbo. "Is this a recurring 
event?" 


"Basically," Wilbur responded, plopping down onto the other side of Tubbo. "My dad's really 
into 'family time'," he grinned, the smile forming easily on his face and adding to his 
charismatic energy. "And Tubbo here is basically family anyway." 


The boy blushed, punching Wilbur in the arm. "Only because Phil loves strays." 


"That he does." 


Tommy settled into the atmosphere, not quite relaxing but certainly putting on the appearance 
he was. He stared at the two beside him, they acted much more like brothers than simple 
work friends, and who was Phil? He assumed it was the dad, but why did he love strays? Was 
Tubbo adopted into the family by the dad? Is that why he felt so comfortable in this house, 


enough to even invite someone he barely knew into it? What about Wilbur and his dangerous 
aura? There was something here, something hidden- 


Stop. 


Tommy blinked his eyes. 


These people were not targets. He didn’t have targets anymore. These people, Tubbo at least, 
were his friends, and people don’t psycho-analyse their friends. 


But shouldnt you know things about your friends? 


Not if they don’t want to disclose that information. 


Are they even your friends? 


He didn’t have an argument to that. 


The organisation forbade friendships, but they didn’t really need to anyway. The atmosphere 
that was created in that environment forced friendships to break. There could be no kindness 
in the Red Room. 


“...how do you feel about watching Harry Potter, Tommy?" 


Tubbo looked at him expectantly, pointing to a movie on the screen. Tommy grimaced, 
"Harry Potter?" 


"What," Wilbur smiled, the look almost poisonous, "you don't like Harry Potter?" 


He coughed, "It's not that I don't like it, I've just never seen it." The two laughed at him, and 
he realised that they thought he was joking. "No, I'm being serious, I don't even know what it 
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"How are you British and don't even know what Harry Potter is?" Tubbo exclaimed, so 
heated that he physically stood up from the couch to emphasise his point. "It's like an 
obligation for every British person to know what Harry Potter is." 


Tommy didn't tell him that the British accent was fake, that his true accent was Russian but 
that it had been beaten out of him with psychological torture, watching disney classics until 
their Russian accent had fully disappeared. Somehow, he figured that wouldn't go down too 
well. "My parents were quite strict when I was young, I didn't watch much of anything you 
know." 


"Well," Tubbo flopped back onto the couch, pressing play on the movie. "We're watching it 
now, it's a classic!" 


Wilbur picked up the gremlin child and took the remote away from him. "No, we watched the 
first one last week." 


"I like the first one." 


"We are not watching it again Tubbo." 


Tubbo struggled out of Wilbur's grip, "Then what do you propose we watch?" 


"Princess Bride!" 


Tommy didn't reveal that he also had never heard of the Princess Bride either, but didn't want 
to be looked at like he was a freak again, so just went with it, exclaiming "Oh yeah, the 


Princess Bride, of course!" 


He didn't expect to find himself more invested in the movie than he thought he was going to 
be. It was light-hearted, funny, adventurous. He almost let himself relax. 


"In that case, I challenge you to a battle of wits." The character on screen, clad in black, 
advanced. "Pour the wine." 


The woman finished her wine with a smile... 


He knew the music was being built intentionally, its sole purpose to increase his heart-rate. It 
didn't need any help doing that. "...is among the most deadly poisons known to man." Tommy 
shifted in his seat. 


He could see the bubbles in the wine as she lifted the glass to her lips... 


The other two laughed when the character simply fell over, no dramatic gurgle, no spasms or 
quivers. Just fell over. 


The empty bottle sitting heavy inside his pocket. 


He didn't even realise he had choked until he heard the movie pause, Wilbur and Tubbo 
looking at him curiously. "Tommy," Tubbo started, reaching a hand to place on the other 
boy's shoulder. 


Tommy shrugged it off, standing up abruptly. "Can I use your bathroom?" 


"Sure," Wilbur answered, looking at Tommy with concern. "It's down the hallway to the left, 
if you reach the garage you've gone too far." 


"Thank you," and he was off, trying desperately to keep an air of nonchalance about him even 
though his heart was threatening to stop. 


His journey revealed more about the house, and even though every part of his body was 
screaming at him not to do it, his brain still analysed everything he saw. 


Two bedrooms on the lower floor, both of them looked occupied. 


He was sure her body hit the floor only moments later. 


There were photos of two small boys on the wall under the staircase. 


The agent guided him into the car waiting. 


There were five toothbrushes in the downstairs bathroom, five people currently live here. 


Her motherly appearance dropped immediately, she offered him only a short nod. 


The toilet was there, and down the hall was the garage. There was no car parked there. 


He regained his breathing when he locked the restroom door, curling in on himself as his 
back slowly grazed against the wall. Before he knew it he was on the ground, holding his 
head in his hands. 


She was a person. 


She was a target. 


She had a husband. 


A husband who killed for a living. 


Any different to us? 


We had to, he chose to. 


Reaching down, he felt the familiar curve of his knife handle. The feeling shouldn't have 
given him comfort, but it did. 


How messed up was he? 


He couldn't even watch a children's movie without freaking out. Then again, Disney movies 
were banned for a very similar reason, weren't they? 


There was a knock. 


"Hey, Tommy," it was Wilbur. 


Tommy sat up straight. He had assumed that if any of them would have come to talk to him, 
it would have been Tubbo. Not this man he only met three days ago. "Yeah?" He answered, 
controlling his voice. 


"I, uh..." he hesitated. "I just wanted to make sure you were okay? You seemed a bit 
spooked." 


"Spooked," Tommy scoffed, the false bravado coming easily. "A man like me doesn't get 
spooked." 


There was laughter, real genuine laughter, and Tommy wished he could replicate the sound. 
"Well, we've stopped the movie for now, and we're making hot chocolate. You can join us 
when you are ready." 


He doubted the hot chocolate would be anything like Puffy's, but he still wanted to try it. 
Wanted to try out companionship, perhaps even a friendship. Lord knows he needed 
something like friends if he was ever to survive in the real world. What a turn of events. 
Before, having friends got you killed. Now, it's going to save you? 


"Sure," Tommy replied, hoping Wilbur was still listening on the other side of that door. "Just 
give me a minute." 


He heard the footsteps echo down the hallway, fading as he walked further away. Tommy 
breathed, throwing his head back onto the wall. "What am I doing?" He whispered to 
himself. 


After a few minutes, he was sitting on a breakfast stool, a cup of hot chocolate with two 
marshmallows floating on top warming his hands. The other two had almost identical cups, 
Tubbo's already missing one marshmallow. 


"And then, the customer goes, 'Straight up!' and it wasn't until I had already stared at her for 
the weird comment that I realised she was asking me to look at her!" Tubbo exclaimed, his 
body moving as if it had its own mind. "I'm sorry, lady, but it's kinda hard to maintain eye 
contact when I'm actively trying to bag your items." 


Wilbur offered a hum. "I'm so glad I don't work in customer service," he said as he brought 
the cup to his lips. 


"Arguably, you have a worse clientele than I do," Tubbo laughed, turning over to Tommy. 
"Tommy, tell him about the bee man." 


He let out something almost like a laugh. "The bee man," Tommy reminisced. "Oh, what a 
day that was." 


Tommy found that this almost came easy. Sure, it didn't come as easy as shooting a gun, 
definitely didn't come as easy as climbing an almost 90 degree wall, but something about this 
atmosphere, the way Wilbur and Tubbo were comfortable enough to turn their backs to him, 
the way they shared laughs and smiles like it was currency. It made him feel... 


Human. 


"And don't even get me started on that milk lady," Tubbo had apparently moved onto a 
completely different story. "I no joke just wanted to release my nukes on her." 


Wilbur stared at him disapprovingly. "Tubbo. What has Phil said about the nukes?" 


The boy spun on the stool, rolling his eyes. "Nukes are not toys'." It seemed to be a phrase he 
repeated often, and suddenly Tommy was very concerned for the boy. "But if anyone 
deserved the nukes, she did." 


Tommy almost let himself forget the time, but it was fast approaching being too late. 
"Alright," he started. "That's probably it for me." 


"Oh," Tubbo looked thoughtful. "Wilbur?" He dragged out the sound, shining the man a 
dazzling smile. "Can I stay here tonight?" Wilbur nodded, smirking. Tubbo screeched, doing 
a happy dance. "Oh, and can Tommy stay as well?" 


He blinked. "I'm not staying." 


"Oh, please Tommy?" Tubbo pleaded, rising from his seat to grab the other boy's shoulders. 
"It's way too late for you to be going home anyway." 


Tommy shrugged. "It's not too late. I have to go home anyway." 


Frowning, Tubbo turned to Wilbur. "Tell him he's being stupid." 


Wilbur nodded. "Tubbo's right," he said. "We'd be more than happy for you to stay here." 


"You just met me," Tommy countered. 


"Tubbo vouches for you." 


"I'm going home," and Tommy started walking to the door, not giving them another chance to 
argue. 


He barely made it to the door before he felt a hand on his shoulder, pausing just as he reached 
the handle. Wilbur stood behind him with a concerned face. "Let me at least walk you 
home." 


Tommy weighed up his options. He knew he didn't really have a choice in the matter, as from 
what he could tell, Wilbur followed through on things he promised to do. 


It’s not like he couldn’t take care of himself, but he was a fair way from home, literally on the 
other side of town... 


“Fine,” he said, turning back around to open the door. “I could use the company.” 


They travelled on alone, the wind jostling Tommy’s hair. It had gotten long, reaching to just 
touch his eyebrows when he pulled it down. A stark contrast to the almost bald haircut they 
were forced to wear. It was the first step to Tommy’s healing, if he could call it that, when he 
could run his fingers through his hair for the first time. 


“So,” Wilbur said, right when they had gotten off the bus and were walking through District 
4. “Not a fan of the Princess Bride?” 


Tommy rolled his eyes. “You’re not going to get anything out of me.” 


“I don’t want to,” Wilbur replied, and Tommy wanted so badly to believe it was genuine, but 
why would he actually want to know? “I just want to get to know you better.” 


"Please," Tommy scoffed. 


Wilbur turned around to him, stopping in the street. He smirked, "You're really weird, you 
know that?" 


"Piss off." 


The older man laughed, and Tommy couldn't help but smile along with him, the conversation 
flowing as easily as with Puffy or Tubbo. "But seriously," Wilbur stopped laughing, but his 
smile still spread across his face, so damn contagious. "How long have you been working at 
L'Manberg?" 


Tommy was glad for the easy conversation topic. "About four and a half months now." 


"Are you enjoying it?" Why did Wilbur sound so genuine? 


He shrugged, "It's a job, you know. I'm glad I met Tubbo through it but still, it's a job." 
Tommy turned to the other man, determined to get some answers out of him. "What about 
you? You mentioned that you're part of a private investigation company. That's a bit vague." 


Wilbur laughed again, and Tommy still couldn't believe how easily this man gave away 
laughs. "It is a bit vague, that's true. My family and I run it and, well, it can get a bit messy at 


times." He smirked, all teeth, and Tommy knew his previous feeling of warning was right. 
"We don't like to involve too many people." 


Tommy nodded, "I can understand that." They arrived at his apartment, Tommy shuffling his 
feet in front of the door. "It's not much, but it's home." 


He turned to Wilbur, expecting to see disgust, arrogance , anything on his face. Instead, 
Wilbur turned to Tommy, and he was instantly reminded of the same face Puffy had given 
him the first time they met. There was only kindness, but with a touch of sadness. "Do you 
live here alone?" Wilbur asked, staring at Tommy straight in the eyes. Tommy nodded, 
staring right back with defiance. "How old are you?" 


"Old enough," Tommy responded, unlocking his door, still not taking his eyes off Wilbur. 


Wilbur nodded, turning away. "Well," he started, rocking back and forth on his heels. "If you 
ever need company, you can always rock up at our house." He smiled, "Tubbo does it all the 
time, you won't be intruding." And then he left, down the stairs and out of the building. 


Tommy entered his apartment, his heart beating unexpectedly fast. 


Attachments were weaknesses, and weakness was not tolerated. 


Then why did it feel so good to be wanted? 


"112" The boy next to him whispered, turning his head around, checking every corner of the 
room. "Are you okay?" 


11 nodded, but the tears in his eyes said otherwise. "Yeah, I'm fine," he grunted out, trying to 
ignore the spasming pain in his stomach. "I can last." 


The boy stared at him with wide eyes, turning around once again, paranoid. Quickly, he 
pulled a small piece of bread from under his pillow and offered it to the boy next to him. 
"Here," he said, smiling. "I saved this for you." 


11 stared at the bread, his mouth filling with saliva. It had been three days since he had been 
allowed to eat. "I can't." 


"No one will know." 


"They will find out." 


"Just take it," the boy shoved the bread into 11's hands. "Quickly!" 


He took the bread, staring down at it with sadness. "I can't," and he handed the bread back. 


When he woke in the morning, the boy was gone from his bed next to him. 11 thought nothing 
of it until he saw him when the class was brought out into the shooting range. The boy stood 
there in the middle of the field, tied up to a post. 


"We'll be doing shooting practice today," the head instructor said, his white mask staring 
emotionlessly at the boys. 


Esempee wasn't as cold as Russia was, but the winter air still had a bite to it. Tommy liked it, 
though. It was numbing, comforting in a way. 


The streets were quiet tonight, the snow having deterred any would be criminals. As much as 
Tommy appreciated the peace, he really needed to let some steam out, his hands twitching for 
action. 


If the rustling of the wind behind him was any indication, though, he suspected he would be 
getting some action right now. 


He turned, and there he was. 


Although Mockingbird was one of the best superheros in Esempee (and possibly even the 
world), he was only the Number 3 superhero. Ahead of him, the Blade, and at the very top 
was Angel. 


He was of legendary status, flying above the streets of Esempee, with unbelievably precise 
eyesight that could spot crime from almost a mile away. 


And he was standing right in front of Tommy, almost completely hidden in the shadows. The 
man wore a black mask, similar to Mockingbird’s, that revealed only the figure's bright blue 
eyes. He was dressed in dark green, a sort of robe wrapped around the underclothes. Most 
noticeably, however, were the pitch black wings stretched out behind him. 


They were easily 8 feet each, giving him a wingspan of over 16 feet. They reached out over 
the night sky, blocking out the light from the moon and the street lights below the building 
they were standing on. The feathers rustled in the wind, absorbing any and all light that came 
near them. 


Angel cocked his head. "Theseus, is it?" 


Tommy breathed deeply. "Yeah, that's me." 


"You beat Mockingbird," The superhero stated, emotionless. 


"Sorry about that," Tommy replied, shrugging his shoulders. "He was annoying me." 


Angel was silent for a while, and then let out a chuckle. "It's okay, he needed the ego 
bruising. And besides," he took a step forward. "It puts you even more on our radar." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes, "I hope you're not here to arrest me or anything." 


"Nothing like that," Tommy doubted, but let Angel continue. "I just want to get to know you 
better." 


What was with everyone and wanting to get to know him better? 


"You want to know more about me?" Tommy stalked forward. "Here's everything; My name 
is Theseus, I protect District 4, and you don't want to mess with me." He let his hand graze 
the gun strapped to his side. "I don't miss." 


Angel's eyes lazily turned to look at Tommy's hand. "You're not going to shoot me." 


"Yeah?" Tommy challenged, bracing himself against the roof of the building. "Why not?" 


"Because, I have a proposal," Angel countered. "I want you to work with us." 
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"There were two deaths last night in District 4." 


Phil looked up from his desk, frowning at Wilbur who just walked into his office. "And?" He 
asked. 


It's not like Phil was insensitive, or that he didn't care, but they were superheroes. They dealt 
with death everyday, it was an occupational hazard. 


Wilbur looked serious, however, far too serious for a normal death. "There was a young boy 
at the scene who told me that the two men were trying to kidnap him. A man in black leather 
followed them and killed the two men, leaving the boy alone." 


There it was. 


For the past few months, these sorts of deaths had been popping up a lot, especially in 
District 4. Always involving a child victim, always clean kills, always leaving the children 
alone. There was a pattern there, and patterns were useful. 


"So," Phil said, turning back to his computer. "We have a vigilante on our hands." 


Wilbur pulled up the chair opposite Phil, placing his head into his hands. "A dangerous 
vigilante. One who knows what he's doing. Most of them just apprehend the criminals and 
leave before the police come." 


Typing into his computer, Phil pulled up all the news reports featuring the vigilante. "Any 
other identifiers?" He printed off all the information he could find, placing it neatly on his 
desk. 


"No one knows his ability, or if he even has an ability," Wilbur answered. "Some people have 
said he's British, others American, some others have claimed he sounds European." The man 
sighed, leaning back into the chair. "And even more, there's no doubt he could easily hide the 
bodies as well. He just chooses not to," then, Wilbur placed a report on Phil's desk. "And the 

Committee wants to bring him in." 


Phil looked up at that. "Bring him in?" He asked as Wilbur nodded. "Like, arrest?" 


"That's what they said," Wilbur responded. 


"The Committee doesn't often get involved like this." Phil had been a hero for a long time, 
and never had he heard of the Hero Committee intentionally wanting to arrest a vigilante. 
They often left that business to the police, rather focusing on training the heroes and 
managing damage control. 


"And that's why I don't trust the Committee." A new voice popped in. The two of them turned 
to look at Techno, who had walked into Phil's office and taken a seat next to Wilbur. In his 
hands, he had the three coffees from Puffy's cafe, still hot and steaming. "I've got your order 
by the way." 


Wilbur lunged for the coffee, sipping the drink like it was gold. “Thank God,” he whispered 
into the cup. Phil took his time grabbing his own one, not as sleep deprived as Wilbur was. 


"So," Phil continued, "A vigilante who is not just some superpowered kid wanting to help 
people. He's methodical, he has a pattern, anything else?" 


Techno looked up, "He likes Greek mythology." 


"What?" Wilbur scoffed, laughing into his hand. "Where is that from?" 


"He calls himself Theseus," Techno grunted, rolling his eyes at his brother's behaviour. 
"That's a demigod from Greek mythology for the uneducated." He dodged Wilbur's attempt at 
a punch, chuckling as he stood up and casually strolled over to the window, overlooking the 
city. 


Phil sent a withering glare to Wilbur, who he could tell was getting ready to charmspeak 
Techno. "Lay off, Wilbur," he turned back to Techno. "And what is the significance of the 
name 'Theseus"?" 


"Well," the younger man started. "There's two main significance to the story of Theseus; one 
is that he navigated the Labyrinth and fought the minotaur. I can't see much of a way that 
could relate to our resident vigilante." Techno narrowed his eyes, "The other is the story of 
the 'Ship of Theseus'. It's a paradox. If a ship is completely replaced, board by board, is it the 
same ship?" 


Wilbur snorted. "Wow, Techno," he smirked. "That's so deep." 


"Wilbur," Phil warned again, his eyes flashing at his son, the gremlin only rolled his eyes. 
Phil continued to stare at Wilbur, considering his options. "I want you to bring him in." 


The other man blinked. "Me?" He asked, sipping at his coffee. "But the Committee wants to 
arrest him." 


"Yeah," Phil drawled, raising an eyebrow. "You can tell him that, but I want to question him 
first," he smirked. "Then we can hand him over." 


Techno snorts, "I'm sure the Committee is going to be really happy about that." 


The three of them looked at each in amusement. Being the Top Three heroes in the world 
came with its benefits, like getting away with some not-so legal things. Besides, a vigilante 
that didn't play by the rules? Who didn't show any signs of wanting to be a hero? It interested 
Phil. The City of Esempee had crime like any other city, but not many supervillains, and this 
vigilante was close on his way to becoming one. 


Phil turned to face Wilbur, handing over the documents reporting on the vigilante's 
appearances. "Patrol District 4. That seems to be his place of residence." 


It was later that night and Phil and Techno were sitting on the couch, Phil on his laptop and 
Techno laying down. Anyone looking at the man would've thought he was asleep, but Phil 
could see the tension in his shoulders; he was still alert. 


The two had been staying up for Wilbur, the man patrolling alone tonight. Usually, at least 
two of them would be patrolling at once, however Techno had just finished a major mission, 
and Phil was on standby for a meeting at the Hero's Committee, and so the both of them had 
stayed home. 


It was quiet, peaceful even. Phil worked quietly on his report while Techno casually watched 
the TV, his breaths coming in slow and steady. It wasn't often that the superheroes had this 
down time. 


"The asshole kicked me in the ribs!" Phil's peace and quiet was ruined at once with the arrival 
of Wilbur, who was holding onto his chest, his brown coat forgotten at the front door. "He 
fricking kicked me in the ribs!" 


"No, please," Techno mumbled, picking his head up from where he had been laying on the 
couch. "Shout a little louder." 


Wilbur glared at him, his face sporting a nasty bruise on his forehead. "Punch yourself in the 
face." 


"Stop, don't!" Phil reached over with a pillow and held it to Techno's face before turning to 
stare disapprovingly at Wilbur. "Don't be a brat." 


"Stop punching yourself in the face." Wilbur scoffed, plopping down onto the couch and 
slowly peeling off his yellow sweater. He hissed, running a hand over where the purple bruise 
was already starting to form, spreading across his chest in swirls and splotches. "I think it 
might just be bruised?" 


Phil frowned, letting go of the pillow once Techno had stopped punching himself. "He did 
that?" 


"Yeah," Wilbur answered, letting his head fall back onto the couch and breathing in deeply. "I 
underestimated him." 


Techno grunted, shooting Wilbur a deadly look before standing up to go into the kitchen. 
"Maybe you're just not as good as you thought you were." 


Phil groaned. "Why did I adopt you two in the first place?" He mumbled under his breath, 
before calling out, "Can you get a bag of peas from the freezer?" 


There was a creaking from the kitchen and Phil smiled, turning back to assess the damage on 
Wilbur's chest. "So, what happened?" 


"I couldn't charm him." 


Phil snapped his head up from where his eyes had locked onto a particularly bad bruise. 
"Excuse me?" 


So, that was why Wilbur looked so concerned, why he had been beaten so badly. Wilbur was 
the Number 3 superhero for a reason, not many could best him in a fight, and not many at all 
could resist his ability; only Phil and Techno could ever actually resist him. To think there 
was someone out there, someone powerful enough to resist one of the strongest 
charmspeakers in the world... 


"I thought I had him," Wilbur continued. "I used it once and he just ignored it, I put so much 
power into the next two and I thought I had him," he frowned, reaching his hand to soothe his 
ribs. "And that's when he attacked." Techno strolled back into the room, kneeling down 
beside Wilbur to apply the bag of peas to the bruising. Wilbur gratefully accepted the bag, 
wheezing slightly as he moved to sit up more. 


Phil tilted his head, frowning. "He's more powerful than we thought." 


"Someone who can resist abilities?" Techno thought out loud, sitting back down on the 
couch. 


Wilbur shook his head, "No, he didn't fully resist it. I could see him struggling." He breathed 
in again, shallow and quick, wincing at the sharp pain. 


"Alright," Phil inched closer to Wilbur, running a hand through his hair. The younger man 
leaned into the touch, relaxing onto the couch and closing his eyes. "You're on bed rest for the 
next few days." When Wilbur opened his eyes and mouth to protest, Phil cut him off, "You 
have bruised ribs, Wilbur, you're taking a few days off." 


The younger man groaned, throwing his head back dramatically and then wincing as the 
movement strained his chest. "Yeah, alright," he said through gritted teeth. "Sounds fair." 


Phil nodded, happy his youngest child was at least taking this seriously. "Good, and Techno?" 
His other son looked up from where he had laid his head back down on the couch. "No 
looking for Theseus, and no patrolling District 4 unless I say so." 


Techno rolled his eyes, snorting into his hands as he laid back down. "Duh." 


"I mean it," Phil stressed. "We don't know who we're dealing with here, and until we do," he 
pointedly looked at Wilbur, "no engaging him." 


Wilbur, however, was never one to listen to authority. 


"Angel," Phil's communicator buzzed, the profile ID showing Mockingbird. 


He huffed and rolled his eyes, "Mockingbird, you are currently under bed rest, so there 
should be no reason I am getting this call." 


There was crackling from the other side of the communicator, Phil simply laughed. Then, 
Wilbur mumbled, "Yeah but I healed really fast this time." 


"Sure you did," Phil continued, still laughing. He jumped into the sky, scanning over the city 
as he flew just above the buildings. "Alright, so what have you got?" 


"Three men tried to abduct a child. I have them tied up in the alleyway and I just called the 
police." 


"Where's the child?" Phil asked as he slowly made his descent onto a skyscraper. 


A pause from Wilbur led Phil to crease his eyebrows together. "Wilbur, what happened to the 
child?" 


"He's fine, I'll explain when you get here." 


"Wil-" 


"It's too complicated to talk about over call Phil," the other superhero interrupted. "It's in 
District 4, corner of Richardson and Quail." 


Phil landed roughly onto the roof, too preoccupied by the dangerous exploits of his youngest 
son. "Wil, District 4 is off limits-" 


"Okay bye!" 


District 4. 


Theseus' territory. 


Could Wilbur be more stupid? 


It didn't take long for Phil to arrive at the scene, the alleyway already blocked off with police 
tape. Wilbur was sitting on the edge of the building, his legs swinging leisurely over the side, 
but Phil could read Wilbur like a book. 


"Angel?" A police officer questioned, crouching down on the pavement where there was a 
pool of blood drying up slowly under the cold November air. "We already have Mockingbird 
here," he gestured to the superhero on the roof. "Is there something else wrong?" 


Phil shook his head, "Nothing is wrong, Mockingbird has just asked me to meet with him." 


"All good," the police officer responded. "Let us know if we can be of any assistance." 


Wilbur turned to him, his dark brown eyes locking onto him. Although his face was covered 
Phil could still see the tension in the man's face. Phil turned back to the officer to thank him, 
pushing off the ground to hover above the building. 


"Fancy seeing you here," Phil said, gently landing down onto the roof. "It's almost like I said 
District 4 was off limits." 


The younger man only looked down to the ground where the first responders still milled 
about, the ambulance still there where the criminals were being treated. 


Phil huffed. "Wilbur-" 


"I know you said not to engage Theseus." Wilbur shot out, pulling his knees up to rest under 
his chin. "And I know I'm not to be patrolling, let alone in District 4-" 


"You broke all my rules-" 


"I know I deserve to be grounded for like a month," He frowned, laying his head onto his 
knees. "Theseus... I don't know." 


Phil brought in his wings, sighing as he sat down next to Wilbur. "What happened?" 


The ambulance and police cars drove away, leaving the two superheroes alone in the 
alleyway. "I came here and saw the three men practically incapacitated," Wilbur started. "It 
looked familiar, the scene. I knew it was Theseus' work. So, I rounded them up and waited 
around." He choked out a laugh, "I know I shouldn't have. I know you said Theseus was 
dangerous but... nobody can resist my charm. No one other than you and Tech." 


"You were curious," Phil answered the unspoken statement. 


Wilbur shrugged his shoulders. "Well, he came back, and I know I shouldn't have pushed 
him. I was arguing with him over how he shouldn't be deciding who lives and who dies and 
then he just," he breathed in deeply, closing his eyes and burying his head into his arms. "It's 
like he became a different person," Wilbur finished, his response mumbled and softened. 


"Different person how?" 


"He was cold." Wilbur snorted, "Well, colder. And just so... empty." 


Phil nodded, moving to stand up. He stretched his wings out, the appendages melting into the 
night sky around them. "You're not engaging him again... not until I have a word with him." 


"Be careful," Wilbur said, and Phil had never seen the man this scared over one person. "I 
think he's much more than just a regular vigilante." 


It was a Thursday in July the day Phil first met Wilbur. 


The sun rose high in the sky and the streets were simmering from the summer heat. Phil, 
dressed head to toe in his combat gear, couldn't wait until his patrol ended, especially 
considering it was one of the hottest days of the year. 


It was why, when Phil saw the young boy huddled under a tree seeking some shade, he 
immediately stopped his flying and landed in the park. 


The boy stared up at him, unamused. He couldn't have been older than 10, clutching a guitar 
in his small hands, and there was a beanie on his head despite the heat. "Can I help you?" He 
asked, stopping the song he had been playing. 


Phil shook his head. "Oh no," he smiled. "Please, keep playing. It was beautiful." 


The boy snorted and rolled his eyes, but let his fingers glide across the fretboard, the other 
hand delicately picking individual strings. The sound filled the small park, although there 
was only Phil and the boy there to hear it. 


"Tubbo's here." 


Phil poked his head around the hallway. "Already?" 


Wilbur shrugged, “I’m not complaining.” 


The boy bounced into the office, laptop carried precariously in his hands as he typed away, a 
million words a second. Techno followed him in, obviously exhausted. “Hey, boss man!” He 
said, making himself at home on the couch under the window. “Heard you had some vigilante 
problems.” 


Phil turned to Wilbur and shot him a ‘did you tell him?’ look, but Wilbur shook his head, 
smiling. “Uhh, yeah Tubbo,” he responded eventually. “We do, we were wondering if you 
could help-“ 


“Off course,” Tubbo hit a few more buttons and smiled. “You’re looking for Theseus?” 


"Yeah," Phil frowned. "How did you know?" 


The boy smiled deviously. "I know everything, boss man." He continued typing away at his 
laptop, pulling his legs up underneath him. "So, Theseus, let's see." He narrowed his eyes as 
the screen lit up before him. "First appearance; July 10th, seen wearing black leather stealth 
gear with his face covered by a black mask. Weapons used; two handguns and a small knife. 
He saved a girl from sexual assault and killed the man instantly, first using the knife to bring 
the man away from the girl, and then shooting him three times in the head. The man died 
instantly." Tubbo finished, swallowing hard. "Man, what have you guys got yourselves 
into?" 


"We need to know more patterns," Phil began, moving to sit beside Tubbo, Wilbur sitting on 
the other side. "We know he mainly does vengeance for child victims and usually in District 
4. Anything else?" 


Tubbo shook his head, "He's not even affiliated with any organisation, so I can't hack into 
anything." 


Techno, sitting and spinning wildly on Phil's desk chair, piped up, "Search for anything that's 
Greek mythology and mercenary related." 


After a bit of searching, Tubbo responded, "There's reports of someone called 'Achilles'. Not 
much information though." 


"It's better than nothing," Wilbur said, stretching out his legs onto the footrest. "It's a lead." 
He smirked, looking over to Techno. "What can you tell me about Achilles, nerd?" 


"I'll punch you so hard you won't see the next month." 


Phil rolled his eyes and turned to Tubbo, "You see what I have to deal with?" The boy 
laughed in response, covering his face with his laptop when Wilbur attempted to punch him. 


Techno huffed, his long limbs reaching down to the floor from where he had flopped over the 
back of the chair. "Achilles," he started, sighing dramatically. "was said to be the greatest 
warrior in Ancient Greece. His mother dipped him into the River Styx to make him 
practically invincible." 


"Any relation between Theseus and Achilles?" Phil asked. 


"Not really," Techno spun quicker on the chair. "There's debate as to who is the greater hero 
among them. People have said that Theseus is more selfless, more courageous, and cared 
more about others than Achilles did." 


Phil closed his eyes, rubbing a hand over his forehead, a headache forming. "So, we've got 
two Greek mythology obsessed killers, potentially." 


Tubbo smiled, his eyes twinkling. "Sounds like fun!" 


"Alright," Phil decided, opening his eyes. "Alright, I will go and talk to Theseus." 


Wilbur winced, "Are you sure that's a good idea?" He raised a hand to his ribs, rubbing the 
still tender muscles. 


Shrugging, Phil responded, "I'll be careful." He thought for a minute. "I'm going out tonight, 
Techno you'll patrol as well as backup," he turned to the man who nodded his head. "If 
anything happens I'll call you in, be prepared." Phil turned then to Wilbur, narrowing his 
eyes. "And you will remain on bedrest." 


"So," Tubbo started, his voice small. "There's no movie night tonight?" 


Phil smiled, "Sorry Tubbo, not tonight." 


"On that note," Wilbur said, a deadpan look directed to the youngest in the room. "Tubbo 
invited a stranger into the house for movie night tonight." 


"He's not a stranger!" 


"T've met him once!" 


"I work with him almost everyday." 


"Shush you two!" Phil shouted. "What stranger?" 


The younger boy put away his laptop and leaned closer to Phil as Wilbur rolled his eyes. "My 
friend, Tommy," he smiled, and who could ever say no to that face? "I work with him at 
L'Manburg. Don't worry, he's really chill I promise!" 


Phil considered his options. Sure, having a stranger in the house would be dangerous, 
especially considering himself and Techno wouldn't be there, and Wilbur was still injured. 
But he trusted Tubbo, and he also trusted Tubbo's judgement. "Alright," he decided, and 
ignored Tubbo's cheers as he continued, "But Wilbur is in charge and can kick him out 
whenever he likes." 


"That's still a win baby!" Tubbo shouted, grabbing onto Wilbur and shaking him. "Oh, you 
are going to LOVE Tommy, he's fantastic, really!" 


"I'm so gonna regret this," Wilbur muttered, his eyes dead. 


Phil rolled his eyes at the duo and turned to Techno. The man had a soft look on his face, 
watching his brothers as they bickered. Phil got up from the couch and walked over to him. "I 
need you to be really prepared tonight," he said, leaning against the desk. "Theseus could 
resist Wilbur, who knows what other hidden skills he has?" 


"I'm sure it will be fine," Techno grunted out, keeping his eyes on his younger brothers. 
"You're the most feared superhero in the world." 


"I prefer the word 'awe-inspiring'." 


™ Awe-inspiring' doesn't make grown men weep before you." 


Phil smiled at his son, running a hand through the pink hair. "Awww, Techno do you admire 
me?" 


Techno groaned, pushing the hand away. "Always with the sappy stuff." He stared at Phil, 
and Phil wished he could hide his expressions from Techno but he never could. "You want to 
have him join us, don't you?" 


"What?" Wilbur had heard him, snapping his head to the pair. "You can't be serious." 


Phil shrugged, "He would be a good ally." 


"No," Wilbur frowned, shaking his head. "He's dangerous." 


"I'm making the call, Wilbur," Phil stood up, his figure looming and casting a shadow in the 
room. "The most I'll do is propose the option to him. But personally, I don't want the Hero's 
Committee to arrest him, because as much as he's dangerous, the Committee does not have 
the authority to do that." 


Wilbur scoffed, "And you do?" 


"I'm not arresting him, I'm asking him to join us." 


"And that's so much better?" 


"Wilbur." Phil yelled, and the other man sat down on the couch with a sigh. "This is the best 
option. If the Committee gets their hands on someone that powerful..." 


Even though the four of them technically worked for the Hero's Committee, they all knew 
corruption ran deep within its walls. Afterall, it was the only way anyone could be a hero, and 
so many less than worthy heroes made it into the ranks. And being run by Schlatt... 


Wilbur ran his hand down his face, groaning. "Fine," he said. "But he better apologise for 
bruising my ribs." 
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Tommy never considered himself a hero. 


Not when he broke free of their control, when he left that place with no regrets. 


Not when he first saved that girl, all those months ago, which led him down a path he never 
would've thought he'd live. 


Not even when he became known as the Protector of District 4. 


Tommy killed and lied and stole his way to survival. He was not a hero. 


So why, why in the world, was the Angel of Death standing in front of him, asking him to 
join his team? 


"Excuse me?" Tommy asked, shock clearly colouring his voice, no matter how hard he tried 
to stop it. "I think you have the wrong person, you have heard that I kill people on a regular 
basis, right?” 


Angel only laughed. "I have heard that, yes." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes. "I'm not a good person." 


"Aren't you?" 


"You're not a good person." The instructor hissed, slapping the boy hard across the cheek. 
"You are a spider, you are a wolf. You hunt through the night and you kill and you lie and you 
steal. You are not a good person." 


"No," Tommy responded. "I'm not." 


Angel cocked his head to the side. "Why do you do what you do?" 


"I protect District 4." 


"Why do you only save child victims?" 


He could see the girl trembling, being pulled by her hand into a guard's room. 


A boy throwing up, and then being locked in a darkened room for days at a time. 


The group of them huddled around the fire for warmth, left stranded in a forest to fend for 
themselves. 


Tommy swallowed, breathing in deeply. "They don't deserve it. None of them do." He could 
hear his heart beating louder. Did any of us deserve it? Did he deserve it? Did he deserve any 
of it? 


"Regardless," Angel continued on, stalking closer to Tommy who only put his hand on his 
gun in response. The man only put his hands high in the air, showing Tommy every single 


one of his vulnerable areas. "I'm not here to arrest you, or to hurt you in any way." 


The air blew coldly across the building's roof, and Tommy suppressed the shiver running 
through his body. He had only been able to grab his normal stealth gear before he left, and he 
didn't even think about grabbing the winter gear. "Doesn't the Hero's Committee want me 
arrested?" 


"Yeah they do." 


Tommy could hear the smile in Angel's voice. "So, don't you want me arrested too?" 


Angel took one more step forward. "Nope. I already told you, we want you to join us." 


"You're deliberately disobeying the Committee's orders?" Tommy smirked, keeping his feet 
firmly planted on the roof. 


"You're not the only one who likes breaking a few laws." Angel said, keeping his hands in the 
air still. "Would you consider it at least?" 


Tommy stared at the older man, and assessed the sincerity in his eyes, the way he had 
positioned his body perfectly to make him as vulnerable as possible. There was absolutely no 
reason not to trust this man; he had done nothing to hurt him, nothing to make him suspect 
that he would hurt him. And yet... 


Hadn't he used the same tactics before? 


Tommy's reflexes were some of the best in the organisation. He could do exactly what Angel 
was doing; mold his features into one of pure innocence, he could maneuver his body so that 
there was no way he could protect himself or attack faster than the other person, except he 
could. At the flip of a switch he could pull out his gun and instantly shoot. He didn't know 
how good Angel really was, but there was a reason he was the Number | hero. 


"No," He decided finally, taking slow and deliberate steps towards the edge of the building. 
"You can still arrest me if you'd like, though." And at that he jumped off the roof, twisting his 
body so that he grabbed onto the ledge just below the roof. He knew Angel could just fly off 
of the roof and grab him; he had to move fast. He jumped into the fire escape, knowing that 
Angel's large wings meant he couldn't follow him through the tight spaces. Tommy saw the 
superhero's shadow fly down to the ground, where he gently landed and looked up to where 
Tommy stood. 


And then he walked away. 


Tommy watched the figure, and then stared at where the man had just stood. He had just... 
left? Why wouldn't Angel chase him? His two options were to get Tommy on his side or 
arrest him, so why did he just leave? 


It didn't make sense. 


He obviously wanted Tommy to join him, why else would he seek him out again even after 
he beat up and threatened Mockingbird? 


Who were these people, and why were they so intent on uprooting Tommy's life? 


Tommy walked back to his apartment, making double sure he wouldn't be followed by Angel 
or Mockingbird or anyone. 


He was too tired to deal with any of this tonight. 


When Tommy got home he immediately stripped out of his stealth gear, hiding it under a 
loose floorboard in his bedroom, much different to how his gear was treated back in the 
organisation. 


"Mission report?" The man in the white glasses asked. 


Achilles looked straight up, but did not look the man in the eyes. "Successful. Target 
exterminated." 


"No survivors?" His superior asked, a cold smirk and the twitch of an eyebrow showing his 
amusement. How anyone could be amused by this, he didn't know. 


Achilles nodded. "No survivors." He didn't mention the child, just younger than himself 
(although he wasn't a child, not anymore). 


His superior nodded. "Good. Back to your room, Spider." 


Achilles headed back down the hallway and into his room. It was small, a single bed with a 
wardrobe and an ensuite. But it was significantly better than the dorms he shared as an 
initiate. In the wardrobe was his snow stealth gear and his regular uniform. That was it. He 
undressed from his stealth gear, putting on his regular uniform. Then, walking out of his room 
and down the hallway to the cleaners. 


His stealth gear was black, obviously, and although at first glance no one could see the blood 
on his suit, upon further inspection the leather was darker in places. This was his procedure 
every night after a mission, and when he went on long term missions he had learnt to do it 
himself. 


The cleaner took the suit without a word, and Tommy knew it would somehow reappear in his 
wardrobe the next morning. 


Tommy's shift at Puffy's cafe started just like it did any other day, although he didn't usually 
work the Thursday morning shift. Puffy was waiting there again, with his coffee drink. 
"Rough night?" She asked, handing him the drink and a smile. 


He shrugged. "You could say that," he responded as he grabbed his apron from under the 
counter. "I finally hung out with people my age though," he gave her a sharp grin. "You see? 
I’m not a boring teenager." 


"Ha!" She said, jumping up and taking a seat on the counter. "So you admit that you're a 
teenager." 


Tommy rolled his eyes, taking a cloth as he started wiping down the tables. "Eighteen is still 
a teenager, and an adult." He turned back to Puffy. "I'm the best of both worlds." But you're 
not eighteen, are you? 


"Sure, adult-child," she grinned and ran out the back. "By the way, can you open up the shop 
when it's time? I'll be baking for a while." 


Tommy nodded, continuing to wipe down the tables as the clock ticked closer to opening 
time. After a while, he could smell the sweet aroma of brownies coming from the kitchen and 
immediately his stomach growled. 


Okay, so maybe he hadn't had breakfast this morning, it was fine though. It's not like he was 
spending his time in a bakery surrounded by really, really good smelling sweets. 


Puffy brought out the first batch of the brownies and set them inside the display, glancing up 
to see Tommy staring at the tray. She laughed, "You know, you can have one." 


"Really?" He asked, taking a small step forward. 


She laughed again. "Tommy, I own the place, go for it!" 


He was busy shoving the brownie into his mouth when he unlocked the door at opening time, 
which fortunately meant he didn't let out a sound when he saw none other than Wilbur 
standing, waiting to be let in. "Tommy!" He shouted, smiling widely at the boy who still had 
half a brownie sticking out of his mouth. "Can you let me in? It's freezing out there!" 


Tommy nodded dumbly, standing aside to allow Wil to come in. The older man took off his 
coat and hung it up on the rack next to the door, keeping on his beanie and that stupid yellow 
sweater. 


Puffy came out with another tray of brownies and promptly smiled at the new customer. 
"Wilbur! I don't often see you around here." 


Why does everyone know each other in this town? 


Wilbur smiled in return, giving her a small nod. "I was tasked with coffee orders today, the 
others had a late night." 


Tommy remembered last night, how it was only Wil and Tubbo at the house. Where were the 
others? 


"Oh," Puffy grimaced in sympathy. "I heard you were having trouble with a guy?" 


Wilbur scoffed, rolling his eyes. "Did Techno tell you that?" 


"Wait," Tommy stopped them, shoving the rest of the brownie into his mouth. "Techno? As in 
'Techno with the really weird coffee order’ Techno?" 


Wilbur blinked at him, creasing his eyebrows. "Yeah? And what do you mean, 'really weird 
coffee order'?" 


"Oh please Wilbur," Puffy rolled her eyes. "We all know it's you that drinks that 
abomination." 


As Wilbur took a seat on 'Puffy's Therapy Chair’, Tommy ran to stand behind the counter. 
"How do you know Techno?" Tommy asked, trying to seem as nonchalant as possible. 


Wilbur laughed, "He's my brother." 


Tommy stopped fidgeting with his hands to stare Wilbur directly in the eyes. "Does everyone 
in Esempee know each other?" 


The other man laughed, "Are you new in town?" He asked as Puffy joined in. 


"I only employed him in July," Puffy answered on his behalf, starting on the coffee order as 
she had memorised it by now. "How long were you in Esempee before that, Tommy?" 


Tommy thought back to the week he had spent around the city, desperately looking for 
shelter, for food, for water. He thought about the few weeks it had taken him to even get out 
of Russia, and the month it took to find his way to America, using what little money he had 
stolen to book a one way flight that was the cheapest out of Europe. That flight just happened 
to be going to Esempee. "Oh, you know," he answered finally, pretending to look busy by 
rearranging the brownies. "A few weeks." 


Puffy looked like she wanted to add something, probably about how she found him hiding 
underneath her tables one rainy morning in July, but she only turned back to the coffee 
machine. "He barely knew how to pour milk." 


"I knew more than that!" Tommy exclaimed, indignant. 


She laughed at him, fixing the lid onto the first coffee. "Sure you did." 


"Okay, okay," Tommy moves onto wiping down the benches. "I think we moved too quickly 
from the fact that Techno and Wilbur are related." 


Wilbur scrunched his face up, laughing awkwardly into his hand. "Yeah, we're not exactly 
related." When Tommy turned to him, Wilbur continued, "We're adopted. Our dad adopted us 
when we were kids." 


"Oh," Tommy managed after a while, giving a nod. "Pog." 


He continued wiping down the benches as Wilbur burst into laughter. "Yeah, it's pretty pog," 
he smirked as Puffy gave him the first of the drinks. 


The three of them sat in comfortable silence for a while before Puffy ran out the back, "I 
forgot about the cupcakes!" 


Wilbur turned to Tommy, smiling, "So, you're pretty good friends with Tubbo?" 


"Yeah," Tommy hesitated slightly, pausing his wiping. "I mean, friends is a weird term for 
me." He blinked, why did I tell him that? 


He could feel Wilbur's eyes on him, watching as he moved onto the display, cleaning away at 
imaginary dirt. Why did he say that? Now Wilbur's going to think he's weird - 


Wait. 


Does he care about what Wilbur thinks? When did this happen? 


"I was that way too," Wilbur said finally. Tommy turned to look at him, and the man had his 
face looking down. "Before Phil took me in, I was mainly on my own," he sent a knowing 
look to the boy, and Tommy hated the way he felt exposed. "But then Phil and Techno taught 
me that it's okay to rely on others," and he said that staring straight at Tommy. Tommy caught 
the hint. 


He nodded and continued cleaning the display as Puffy came rushing back in with the 
cupcakes. "Okay," she said, slightly out of breath but returning to the coffee machine. "Back 
to this order." 


Tommy's attention was directed to the door as someone else came in, and he served the 
customer while Puffy and Wilbur continued their conversation. 


"Did they find your guy?" Puffy asked while tapping the milk jug against the bench. 


Wilbur nodded, "Yeah they did. He's a really weird one, you know?" 


Puffy moved closer to Wilbur, trying her best to hide her next response. "Are you going to 
tell..." she paused, looking around before continuing. "You know?" 


She backed away as Wilbur shook his head. The man leaned forward though, "You won't 
tell?" 


As she placed the third coffee into Wilbur's cup tray she smirked and leant real close. "I know 
where my loyalties lie." 


They both smirked as he took the coffees and stood up, sending a salute to Tommy. The 
younger boy pretended to only now be paying attention to the duo. "See you, Tommy," 
Wilbur said, walking towards the door. "Remember, you can always come around whenever 
you want!" 


Tommy rolled his eyes and turned to give Puffy the next order, stopping when she smiled at 
him. "What?" He asked, scoffing. 


She just continued to smile. "You made a new friend." 


He didn't have friends. 


But, could he? 


Friends were a weakness. Attachments were a weakness. Weakness was not tolerated 


“My names Daniel!” A boy ran up to him, leaving the seat he previously was occupying. 
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Achilles smiled at him. “My names Andrew. I’m new here.’ 


Daniel motioned for Achilles to follow him. “Then you have to come with me! I’ll show you 
the best places to hang at this school.” 


Achilles followed him, wondering how anyone could give their trust over so easily. 


Tommy didn't know how he found himself here. 


First of all, it was the middle of the night, and there wasn't even a moon to cast any light onto 
the footpath where he walked. The streets of Esempee were quiet at this hour, although 
Tommy could still hear the faintest of noises coming from inside houses, in the hidden 
comers of the roads. He wished sometimes that he could just shut his mind off. 


Isn't that why he was here in the first place? 


Even before Tommy had left the Room he had been plagued with nightmares, but after the 
boy cried out in his sleep when they were five he never let himself react to them. He woke 
silently, and no one would be wiser to whether he had dreamed of fairies and unicorns. 


But when Tommy left, when Tommy finally escaped, the nightmares returned in full force, 
not letting him forget a single moment of his past. Tonight, when Tommy woke from his 
sleep, it took all his effort not to scream at the top of his lungs. 


Which is why he found himself here, at one in the morning, standing right in front of Wilbur's 
door. 


He supposed the house belonged to more than just Wilbur, it seemed that Techno and their 
father also lived here, and Tubbo and another mystery person there were five toothbrushes in 
the bathroom and, so much as he wanted to knock on the door... 


Would anyone open it? 


It seemed that choice would be made for him. 


The door opened without a sound, and there in a soft glow stood Wilbur, his hair a mess and 
his clothes rumpled; he must have just thrown on his stupid yellow sweater before coming to 
meet him. 


Tommy thought Wilbur would be surprised, maybe angry at having been woken up. He didn't 
know how Wilbur even knew he was there, but he suspected the house had some serious 
surveillance on it. 


The two stared at each other for a long minute, and just as Tommy was about to turn and 
walk away, Wilbur opened the door wider. 


"You said I could come whenever, right?" Tommy asked, pushing his hands into his pockets 
and turning his head to the side. 


Wilbur only smiled and motioned for Tommy to step inside. "I was wondering when you 
would show up." 


He led Tommy inside and the two sat down at the kitchen bench, having hot chocolate once 
again. "Do you drink anything else?" Tommy muttered into his mug. 


Wilbur laughed, "Yes, but this is the best comfort drink." Tommy secretly agreed, and didn't 
want to tell him that the first time he ever drank hot chocolate was when he had to kill the 
woman who made it for him. 


They sat in silence for a while, and Tommy watched as the minutes ticked by on the 
microwave. "Shouldn't you be asleep?" He asked Wilbur as the clock turned to 1:30am. 


"Shouldn't you?" Wilbur retaliated, taking a large swig of his hot chocolate. "Besides, the 
distance from District 4 to District 1 is quite a far walk in the middle of the night." 


Tommy shrugged, placing his drink back on the counter, warming his hands on the hot 
ceramic. "I've done worse." 


Wilbur smiled, "So have I." 


Silence rested upon the two again. Tommy took the opportunity to have another look at the 
house, although there wasn't much he had missed from his first time, except.... 


Tommy scrunched his eyebrows together, "Who's that?" 


A photo, tucked away in the corner of the room, of three boys. One had bright pink hair and a 
scowl on his face, obviously Techno. The other, a pale brown haired boy who was the one 
taking the photo of all three of them, Wilbur. And the final boy, one with blonde hair and a 
bright smile. 


Wilbur looked at the photo and his smile immediately vanished. He hid his face behind his 
mug, taking another sip of the drink, finishing it. Tommy stared at him as he seemed to 
prepare himself. "That's me and my brothers," he looked back up at the photo. "The youngest 
was named James." Tommy heard the past tense used and looked down, trying his best to 
show sympathy. "I was eleven when he disappeared." 


"How old was he?" Tommy asked, continuing to look down into his mug. 


"3" 


Three years old... 


Tommy looked back at the photo. The boy looked three there, which meant... 


"I didn't get to spend much time with him," Wilbur continued. "I was only adopted at 10, so 
just a little over a year I spent with him. Techno even less." He swallowed, staring up at the 
ceiling. "Sometimes I forget he was even here." 


Tommy's class started at 100 students. 


The first to go was a boy who refused to go to bed at night. 


Tommy didn't quite remember that, being so young at the time, but their instructors used to 
make them watch a video of each boy that was eliminated. They had to learn from the 
failures. 


He mustn't have been older than three, the first boy. 


Tommy forgets all the others who had died so that he could become the final Spider. 


"I'm sorry," he offered to Wilbur, and the man nodded his thanks. 


"It's alright," Wilbur responded, grabbing a marshmallow from the bag beside them. "It was 
years ago anyway." He popped the treat into his mouth, smiling closed mouth. Tommy 


laughed, and he couldn't believe how easy he fit into this atmosphere. "So," Wilbur said once 
he finished eating. "What brings you here anyway?" 


Tommy smiled tightly. "Oh, you know. Just wanted to go for a stroll." He finished off his 
drink as well and set it to the side. 


Wilbur hummed, standing up from the bench seat to move over to the couch, motioning for 
Tommy to do the same. "Yes, wanting to go for a stroll encourages someone to walk 15 
kilometres in the dark, in the middle of the night." 


"I happen to like walking at night," Tommy responded, walking over to the couch and sitting 
next to Wilbur. He tucked his legs underneath him, but his body was still tense in case 
anything happened. 


Wilbur only gave him a deadpan look, clearly not convinced. "Fine," Tommy surrendered, 
taking in a deep breath. "I had..." he paused. 


Did he really want to tell Wilbur about the nightmare? 


Be looked at in disgust? Horror? Be thrown out of the house? 


But Wilbur said he had his own ghosts in his past... Maybe it was time to open up? 


He doesn't even know if he can open up. 


"I didn't have the best childhood," he decided to say, eventually. "And my brain likes to 
remind me of that at night sometimes." 


Wilbur nodded like he understood, but could he ever truly get it? “Some things never truly 
leave us, do they?” 


Tommy nodded, folding his arms across his chest. “I just want to forget it all.” 


The older man considered Tommy for a moment, and the younger ducked his head away 
from the gaze. Then, Wilbur started, “I was 8 when I got kicked out of home.” Tommy 
snapped his head up to look at him, but Wilbur only continued. “My dad had left when I was 
a baby, and my mum’s new boyfriend was kind of an asshole.” Wilbur laughed, the sound 
light but also so, so heavy. “He got my mum into some shady stuff, and then decided that 
taking care of a kid was too much effort, especially considering my ability.” He turned to 
Tommy, a smirk replacing the smile from before. “I have manipulation type abilities. They 
thought I was too dangerous.” He shrugged, his eyes staring directly into Tommy’s own. “T 
was left alone on the streets of Esempee for about a year before Phil picked me up; all I had 
was my guitar and the clothes on my back.” 


“I’m really sorry,” Tommy said, opening up his body to show Wilbur his sincerity. “That 
must’ve been rough.” 


“It was,” Wilbur agreed, nodding. “But that’s all to say...” At this, the man leaned over to 
rest a hand on Tommy’s shoulder. “You’re not alone here.” 


If Tommy could cry, he probably would’ve at this, but he had lost the ability to show real 
emotion years ago. Instead, he offered Wilbur a tight lipped smile and leaned into the touch, 
staring off at the wall opposite him. 


It would take some time, probably even years, for him to heal. There was no way Tommy 
could or even would forget the events that happened in his childhood, the trauma. His healing 
wouldn’t finish because Wilbur gave him a heart to heart. 


But he had survived against hundreds of boys. He had stood tall when everyone else 
crumbled. He was made of marble, and they would regret making him as strong as he was. 


Because he had escaped from that place, and that was half the journey to healing. 
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Tommy woke up, for the first time, feeling better than when he went down to sleep. 


He immediately noticed, before he even opened his eyes, that he wasn't in his own bedroom; 
the sheets softer than any he had felt before, and the weight of the blanket practically crushed 
him in a way that was soothing, comforting. 


Even better, he had a dreamless sleep. He couldn't remember the last time he had slept 
without a nightmare. 


He pushed aside the (extremely soft, how did sheets even get this soft?) sheets and sat up, 
looking around the room. 


It wasn't long after their talk last night this morning, really that Tommy started feeling tired. 
He had stood up to leave, ready to go home, until Wilbur offered him to stay the night. The 
last time Tommy was offered this he had said no, and every single instinct within him told 
him to say no this time as well. 


You're getting weak . 


"Am I?" Tommy mumbled to himself. 


Wilbur had shown him to the room, a guest room they just happened to have all ready to go. 
"Tubbo often crashes here," he smiled, "and we have some other friends who often need a 
place to sleep, so we have a few guest rooms always ready to go in an emergency." 


Tommy's training had taught him not to trust a smile, to always make sure you were the one 
in control, not them. Sleeping in a random person's house, allowing himself to bend to the 
kindness of someone... 


He took the offer before he could talk himself out of it. It was nice, for once, accepting this 
sort of kindness, and if Tubbo trusted Wilbur then he would trust him. 


When did you start trusting Tubbo? 


"Shut up, brain." 


The smell of breakfast spurred Tommy to fully get out of bed. He was still just in his 
everyday clothes, not really expecting to crash at Wilbur's house despite walking to it at lam 
in the morning. His stomach grumbled, however, so despite the wrinkled appearance of his 
clothes, he got out of bed and left the room. 


The guest room he was staying in was on the first floor, meaning he still hadn't gotten a good 
look at the second floor, not that he needed to, right? These people aren't marks. 


Nevertheless, he stepped out into the hallway and into the kitchen, expecting to see Wilbur 
cooking in his stupid yellow sweater. 


Instead... 


"Hello," a man smiled at him, bright, vibrant golden hair still messy from sleep and blue eyes 
twinkling. He was wearing a green and white sleeping gown while cracking eggs into a bowl. 
When he fully took in Tommy, however, he frowned and his hands stilled causing the egg to 
fully miss the bowl and land on the counter. 


The two of them stared for a while, taking the other in. Tommy recognised the man, 
recognised his mannerisms and his voice and everything , but couldn't remember ever seeing 
him. 


That wasn't new though. Tommy didn't know how many of his memories were wiped 
whenever he returned from missions. Some he could keep, usually the ones that kept him up 
at night. 


But this... feeling; it was warm. Like he knew the man wouldn't hurt me, he knew it. 


The man broke out of his stare and offered Tommy a hesitant smile. "Sorry," he said, 
grabbing a towel to clean up the egg, his eyes still not leaving Tommy's face. "You just 
remind me of someone." He turned around to place the egg in the bin, and then walked over 
to Tommy, reaching his hand out. "I'm Phil, Techno and Wilbur's dad. You must be 
Tommy?" 


"Uhh," Tommy replied intelligently, stilled wrapped up in the familiarity of the man. "Yeah." 
He reached out his own hand. 


"The two of them have told me so much about you," Phil continued, still shaking Tommy's 
hand. "Tubbo as well, apparently you've made quite the stir in this family." He ended the 
handshake and returned to the kitchen bench picking up another egg to crack. "I'm surprised I 
haven't met you sooner." 


Tommy walked forward, slowly, as if he was in a dream. "Yeah," he swallowed, unsure of 
why exactly this man made him feel so on edge and yet so safe at the same time. "I honestly 
didn't know Wilbur and Techno were brothers at all. I just happened to," he smirked, "happen 
upon all of them." 


Phil watched him with a close eye, but still an ease to his body language. They both knew the 
other was watching carefully, both of them dancing around each other in an elaborate show of 
their wit. 


"Scrambled eggs?" Phil asked, offering him a plate with two pieces of bread. "It's Wilbur and 
Techno's comfort breakfast, so I thought the odds were that you would like it too." He pulled 
the plate back slightly. "If not, I can cook up something else." 


Tommy shook his head, "No!" He said, walking fast to sit up at the bench. "Scrambled eggs 
are fine." 


Even after escaping from the Room and finally living in freedom, Tommy stuck to his strict 
schedule. Other than when he had early shifts at Puffy's, Tommy always woke at 5:30am and 
exercised for half an hour. Exercise here was much different to the room, where you were to 
train before you were allowed breakfast. If the instructors were dissatisfied with your 
performance, you went hungry. Tommy still felt weird even now when eating breakfast 
before he had exercised, almost as if he didn't deserve to eat without the pain of training. 


And how had he woken up so late anyway? The clock on the microwave read 7:05am, almost 
two hours from when he should've been awake. 


Phil had a different opinion, however. 


"How are you awake so early? Wilbur came and told me you went to bed somewhere around 
2am." He asked as he scooped the rest of the scrambled eggs into a container and into the 
microwave, waiting for the others to wake up. 


Tommy shrugged, "I'm usually an early riser anyway, I don't need much sleep." 


It was true. Tommy could survive without sleep for over three days and still be alert enough 
to complete any mission he was given. He had to, or he died. 


"We're very similar then," Phil responded, taking out the plate he had set aside for himself 
and sitting across from Tommy. "Techno's the same, he's already gone to the gym," he looked 
to the front door. "He should be back soon, but Wilbur," Phil laughed, grabbing his mug of 
tea. "Unless there's the promise of Puffy's coffee, he won't be up for hours." 


Tommy smiled, "Yeah, anything is worth the promise of Puffy's coffee." 


The two fell back into a silence, more wary and hesitant than comfortable. Tommy's instincts 
still hadn't let up with the contradictory feelings, shouting both 'danger' and 'safe' when 
around the man. 


A door opening and slamming shut shattered that silence, and Tommy turned to see Techno 
walking through the door, sweat making his clothes stick to his skin. He stumbled into the 
house looking at his phone and fumbling with his keys, looking up for a second and stopping 
when he saw his father and Tommy sitting at the bench having breakfast. "Uhhhh," he started 
intelligently, finally locking the door behind him. "What are you doing here?" 


Tommy smirked, "Awww, did you miss me?" 


"What are you doing in my house?" 


Phil, finished with breakfast, dropped his plate into the sink. "He came over last night and 
Wilbur asked him to stay," he turned to the other man. "You have met Tommy before, haven't 
you?" There was a dangerous twinkle in his eyes as tried to hide the smirk that grew across 
his face. 


Techno glared at the man while Tommy snickered. "Awww Techno," he drew out. "Do you 
talk about me?" He asked, placing a hand under his chin and swinging his legs out 
underneath him, mocking embarrassed behaviour. "Do you mention how much you like me to 
your father? That's so nice of you, Techno." 


"Who decided it was a good idea to let this rodent into the house?" Techno replied, dropping 
a bag onto the floor next to the kitchen bench and filling himself a glass of water. "I thought 
we had standards." 


"I won't stand for this," Tommy replied, straightening in his chair. 


He hated how easy it was for him to relax around these people, hated how easy he gave them 
his laugh. Puffy had first taught him to smile all those months ago, and then Tubbo had 
barged into his life and showed him the way to laughter. Far different to the years of cold 
hallways, dead eyes and whispers. Stark contrast to the harsh words if you even lifted your 
eyes in wonder, or the beatings if any sound of amusement that wasn't directed to sick and 
twisted horror was shown. 


He hated it, but he longed for it at the same time. 


Techno huffed, "Well, I won't put up with this." 


"Techno, he's our guest," Phil smiled. Tommy started to like Phil a lot more. 


The younger man scoffed, "Am I not a resident of this house? Am I not a living occupant of 
the Minecraft household?" Phil and Tommy descended into laughter and Techno joined in, 
wheezing slightly. "Do I not get an opinion?" 


Tommy smiled. Minecraft? That's their last name. 


Phil looked over at the time and frowned, the mood dropping slightly. "Techno, shouldn't you 
be at work now?" 


Techno grimaced, tightening up. "Yeah, I should be. Something's come up." 


"Something other than what happened a few days ago?" Phil asked, raising an eyebrow. 
Tommy stared at his plate, seemingly uninterested in the conversation as Techno turned his 
eyes briefly towards him. Satisfied that the younger boy wasn't paying attention but he was 
Techno nodded. "Are you going in now?" 


"Yeah," Techno responded, "I'm just having a quick shower and then I'll be off." 


He grabbed his bag from under the table and hopped up the stairs, taking two at a time. As he 
vanished into the second story, Tommy turned his eyes back to Phil, who had been looking at 
him already. "Do I have something on my face?" He asked, smirking. 


Phil shook his head, "Do you live alone?" 


Tommy kept his face straight, blinking slowly while pushing his plate away, the meal almost 
completely finished. "Yeah." 


"And how old are you?" 


"18," Tommy smiled reassuringly. Sure, he was pretty thin and he still had a baby face, and 
technically he was only 16, but his height and maturity made up for the extra two years. Puffy 
hadn't suspected yet, nor had his landlord when he first started renting the apartment. It 
would be next to impossible to rent a flat at his real age, and he knew how to make a 
convincing birth certificate in a flash. 


Phil, however, didn't seem impressed. "You look quite young." 


Scrunching up his nose in what he hoped looked like disgust at the thought of looking 
younger, Tommy replied, "I get that a lot." 


The two of them stared at each other for a moment before Phil smiled and took Tommy's 
plate from the bench. "Well," he said as he placed the dish with the other plate in the sink. 
"You can always stay here if you like." 


Tommy blinked, his fake smile disappearing. "Really?" He asked. 


Sure, Wilbur had already offered that he could come to the house whenever to hang out, but 
to stay? To do as he did last night, in the softest bed sheets he had ever slept in? To wake up 
to a breakfast and someone to talk to and - 


His alarm rang, but Achilles was already awake, his brain and body trained to wake up at 
5:30 every morning whether he wanted to or not. 


Today he would be shipped off to Berlin for an assignment, and so he would be ready in his 
combat gear to report to his director for briefing. 


He stalked down the grey, dull hallways, watching as children marched in lines coming 
towards him, offering him a nod of respect as he passed. After all, he was a graduate. He had 
earned his place among the elite. He had gone up against hundreds of others and came out 
the sole victor. 


After his morning training he headed to the breakfast hall. It was silent, each agent taking 
their meal in solitude. There were no friendships in the Room, no fraternising of any kind. 
Trust was a luxury one did not hand out, ever. 


An announcement over the speakers interrupted their morning. "Mission assignments in 10 
mins. Please report immediately to directors for instruction." 


His morning peace was over. 


"Of course, only if you want to." Phil's kind smile cut through his dim memory, shining into 
the crevices of his mind. Tommy's heart ached. 


He coughed, "Well," he stumbled. "I'll, um, consider it at least." 


Phil just continued to smile. 


"Attachments are weaknesses." 


The instructor stood in front of the class, his white mask doing nothing to hide the 
resentment, but also amusement coming from the man's voice. "If you have attachments, 
people can control you. Spiders are above being manipulated," he cocked his head to the 
side. "We do the manipulating." 


The man turned and walked down the rows of children sitting at desks. "Wolf Spiders do not 

feel, and an extension of that is attachments. Where your attachments are, there your loyalty 
lies. But Wolf Spiders are only loyal to the Red Room." The man stopped and turned, facing 
11. "If you can find out someone's attachment, you control them." 


It wasn't long until Wilbur woke, his hair a crumpled mess and his eyes barely open. 


"Morning," he mumbled out, sludging slowly to the fridge. 


"Morning, sunshine!" Phil replied from his place next to Tommy on the couch, the two of 
them somehow ending up watching some sitcom. "Hope you had a good sleep?" 


Wilbur mumbled and groaned, "What time is it?" 


Tommy chimed in, "It's midday." 


The man seemed to startle out of his stupor, his eyes sharpening and narrowing towards the 
boy. His body tensed up, and for a moment Tommy was brought back to the Room, and the 
cold glares the instructors would send his way. 


And then, in an instant, Wilbur relaxed, his face softening and his eyes blinking slowly. If 
Tommy's instincts hadn't told him otherwise, he would've assumed the change in demeanor 
was just a trick of the eye. 


Wilbur smiled at him, "You're still here." 


"Of course I'm still here," He replied. "I'm not going to turn down free heating." 


Wilbur rolled his eyes as he heated up his breakfast. "Oh, what have I done?" 


The doorbell rang suddenly, but both Phil and Wilbur seemed relaxed about the intrusion, so 
this person must have been scheduled. Tommy furrowed his eyebrows as he craned his neck 
to see the door. 


Wilbur went over to answer it, and he had barely opened the door before a blur of brown hair 
carrying a laptop sprinted in. "Phil, Wilbur! I got something, I got something on our guy." It 
was Tubbo, his mouth moving at the speed of light while his eyes hadn't left his laptop. He 
obviously hadn't seen Tommy yet, and the way Wilbur was desperately trying to shut the boy 
up, what he was talking about wasn't meant for the his ears. "Some footage from Russia, 
same gear and everything." 


Russia? 


Logically, Tommy knew Russia was the biggest country by landmass, not to mention the 
millions of people who lived there. Still, a beat of fear ran through his blood and settled into 
his stomach. There was no way... 


"Tubbo!" Phil shouted, a smile on his face even though Tommy could see the frustration in 
his eyes at the boy's carelessness. "We have a guest, why don't you greet him?" 


The young boy glanced up finally, his face going pale for a second before he picked up his 
demeanor and closed the device. "Tommy? What are you doing here?" He seemed nervous, 
though he put on a smile and attempted to seem normal. 


"I stayed over last night," Tommy revealed, before standing up. "But I should probably be 
going now, I think I've overstayed my welcome." 


"No, no!" Phil interrupted as Tommy stood to leave. "You can stay as long as you like, 
really." 


Tommy hoped his grimace came across as a smile, turning towards the man. He wanted to 
stay God he wanted to stay but he couldn't. "It's alright, I've gotta get home anyway. Thank 
you though," and for once in his life, Tommy's thankfulness was genuine. "Yeah, thank you." 


"It's no problem, mate," and Phil offered to walk Tommy out of the house. "Please, come 
whenever you like." 


Tommy had never felt as warm as he had leaving that house. 


"Tubbo," Wilbur rolled his eyes as soon as Tommy had walked through the door. "Maybe a 
bit more discretion into when to talk about literal top confidential information?" 


The boy continued typing away at his computer, "Who was I to know that Thomas Innit from 
work would be at the house? That's something very random that I personally didn't think was 
very likely." 


"Alright, enough," Phil pulled up a chair at the kitchen bench, sitting beside Tubbo and 
reading over his screen. "What did you find?" 


Tubbo pulled up some security footage, greyed and staticy. The timestamp dated the footage 
two years prior in the dead middle of Russian winter. In the corner of the frame; a figure clad 
in black. "Look, doesn't that look like our guy?" 


Wilbur stood up from his place on the couch and stood behind Tubbo, carefully analysing the 
screen. "It could just be someone wearing black," he replied, sceptical. 


"I know, I know," Tubbo continued. "But look, that, there on his belt?" 


Tubbo pointed to what must've been a single pixel on the screen, a white dot sitting on the 
figure waist. Squinting, Wilbur reviewed the symbol. "... A spider...?" 


"Now," Tubbo took away the screen and brought up some new footage, much clearer and in 
colour. "Here's some footage of the latest activity by Theseus." 


The video showed Theseus in an almost abandoned convenience store, stopping and killing a 
man who had raised his gun at the young boy manning the counter. During the scuffle, the 
man swiped for Theseus' waist, and where there was usually only black, a piece of fabric tore 
off revealing a very similar white spider symbol. "There, the same symbol." 


"So," Phil thought. "Theseus belonged to an organisation but is now no longer affiliated?" 


Wilbur added, "Or still working for the organisation undercover." 


"There's more," Tubbo added, his usual bubbly and excited demeanour gone. Phil and Wilbur 
looked in shock as he calmly pulled up image after image of several distinct figures, all 
wearing the same black suit with the white symbol. The photos kept coming, more than a 
hundred, all wearing the same suit. "This organisation, whatever it is, it's stayed hidden for a 
long time. But they have so many agents who have been spotted all over the world, on every 
continent." The boy turned around in his chair to face the other two. "We may have stumbled 
upon something huge." 


Tommy stalked within the shadows, carefully yet mindlessly avoiding the harsh glow of the 
street lights. The neighbourhood was quiet tonight, cars and people nowhere to be found 
among the usually busy roads. This wasn't a blessing though, as Tommy knew the lesser the 
crowd, the more likely something was bound to occur. 


It didn't take long for him to stumble across something. 


Trigger point starts here 


In the shadow of a trash bin, as far away from the sidewalk as possible, a man was standing 
over a woman, holding his hand over her mouth as she struggled under him. Tommy could 
almost hear the whispers coming from the man's breath, fogging against the woman's skin 
and glasses, a clear crack in both of the lenses. 


Trigger point stops here 


Tommy didn't wait to see what would happen next. Instead, he immediately stalked behind 
the man, his footsteps silent upon the concrete walk, and pulled on the man's shirt as hard as 
possible. 


"What the-" The offender didn't have time to answer before Tommy stuck his face with a 
gloved fist, the force of it sending the man onto his butt. "Who the fu-" 


Tommy pulled out his gun and leveled it at the man's face, relishing in the fear that coursed 
through his eyes. "Choose your words very carefully," he said, taking on a French accent. 
"They will be your last." 


The man held his hands high, shivering and cowering in the soft light of the moon and street 
lamp. "No, please, I promise I won't do it again, it was just, you know," He flinched as 
Tommy cocked his head to the side. "I don't deserve to die, please I don't deserve to die." 


Without turning around, Tommy addressed the woman. "Close your eyes and block your ears. 
Don't look until I say so." 


Giving her enough time to do as he instructed, Tommy took a step forward towards the man. 
Faintly, he remembered the words from long ago, the man's thick, white rimmed glasses 
burned into his memories, " Don't play with your food, Achilles." But, then he remembered 
the way the white mask always seemed to take longer than necessary to fulfil punishments. 
The two men, his instructors, always had contrary teaching points. 


He pulled the trigger three times and then quickly hid the body behind the other trash bin, 
making sure it was out of sight of the woman. Putting away his gun, Tommy tapped on the 
woman's shoulder, frowning as she flinched, her eyes still shut and her hands still over her 
ears. "It's over," he said, hopefully loud enough for her to hear. 


She slowly opened her eyes and took shaky breaths. "Is he? I mean..." She trailed off, staring 
off into the distance. The light illuminated the tear tracks that carved into her cheeks. 


Tommy nodded slowly, standing up and offering her a hand. "Do you want me to wait until 
the police arrive?" 


The woman stared back at Tommy, giving a small nod and accepting his hand. 


As soon as they saw the blue and red flashes down the road, Tommy retreated into the 
shadows. "Stay safe, ma'am." And then he climbed his way up onto the building's roof. 


He stayed up there, even as the woman made it to safety, even as the police eventually found 
the body, even as the sirens slowly drifted into the distance. 


Tommy started to relax, staring out at the bright lights of Esempee. That was, until he caught 
the slight sound of wind shifting behind him. 


The sharp sound of a knife being drawn from a sheath gave Tommy almost no time to react, 
coming down to swing at his neck before he ducked and swung his legs out, toppling the 
attacker, his knife falling to the ground. The two of them stood up together, facing each 
other. 


Tommy gasped. 


His attacker's suit mirrored his own. 


"Finally found me?" Tommy muttered, bringing his hands up in fists next to his face, muscles 
tense and ready. 


The agent didn't reply, instead he mirrored Tommy's movements, shifting his weight onto 
each foot. The two stood at a stalemate, carefully assessing each other. 


Tommy ducked backwards as the other agent made the first move, punching fast at his head, 
switching up the rhythm of his swings randomly, but Tommy was raised on the same 
teachings and matched him evenly. 


When his attacker had tired of punching, Tommy finally made his own move, swinging his 
foot up to the other's head, knocking him down. As he fell to the floor, Tommy grabbed a 
hold of his head and smacked it against the ground. The attacker breathed heavily, fumbling 
around. Tommy knew better than to believe this facade, though. His instincts were proved 
right as the other boy grabbed his knife from the floor and swung for Tommy's head, his aim 
deadly accurate. Tommy grabbed the other's arm but couldn't stop the blade from nicking the 
top of his eyebrow. 


The agent was good, obviously, and was old enough to have graduated from the academy, but 
was still young and inexperienced. 


Tommy grabbed the agent's other wrist and pinned them down to the ground. "Drop the 
knife." 


His response, instead of just dropping the knife like a polite person, was to swing his legs to 
push Tommy off, but Tommy stayed on him even as he was kneed hard in his ribs. "Drop the 
knife, now." 


The agent continued to struggle, his kicks becoming more desperate. Tommy grew tired of it, 
letting go of the wrists and immediately bringing his gun up to his attacker's head. "Drop the 
knife or I'll shoot." 


The younger boy stopped, his black eyes eyeing the gun with caution. "You won't kill me," he 
answered, a dutch accent colouring his words. 


Tommy smirked and pointed the gun at the boy's thigh, pulling the trigger once quickly 
before aiming it back at his head. "I don't think you're in a position to question me," he 
retaliated as the boy muffled a scream, breathing through the pain and wincing as his leg 
twitched. Tommy considered him for a moment before speaking. "If you want to live," he 
started. "You'll come with me." 
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Tommy didn’t really think this was how his Saturday would be spent; watching over a 
murderous assassin child. 


It was hard enough getting the kid into his apartment without anyone wondering why a 
teenager was holding a gun to a child's head, both dressed head to toe in combat gear with the 
same masks. The Spider didn't talk the entire way there, and Tommy suddenly wished he had 
blindfolded the agent to prevent him from memorising the way to his apartment. 


Because Tommy could see the kid's eyes looking all around him, taking in everything he 
could and submitting it to memory. Tommy knew this because he was trained the exact same 
way. "Being aware of your surroundings shouldn't be an afterthought," his instructor said. "It 
should come as easy to you as breathing." 


Once the two had arrived at his apartment, Tommy grabbed his pair of handcuffs, the ones he 
had to buy, he had to. He couldn't sleep otherwise. He locked the boy to the end of his bed, 
and then stood in front of him. "Okay, give me your weapons." 


"I'm not giving you anything," the agent replied, staring at the ground. 


Tommy sighed and reached into his cupboard, pulling out his first aid kit. "Have you been 
shot before?" 


The agent looked down at his leg, where blood had started to seep into the makeshift bandage 
Tommy had made out of the spare fabric in one of his pockets. "I was shot once in a training 
exercise in the arm." 


Tommy knelt down beside the Spider, giving him a scrunched up rag. "Did they give you 
anaesthesia?" 


He could see the boy rolling his eyes over the top of the mask. "It's the Room, they don't give 
you any pain relief ever. You should know this." 


"I'm just preparing you," Tommy replied, and the boy grimaced as he placed the rag in his 
mouth and wrapped his hand around the pole of the bed, bracing himself for the worst. 


Unwrapping the fabric covering the wound revealed that, as Tommy had expected, it was a 
clean shot, and the bullet had punctured all the way through the leg, missing bone completely. 
Tommy wasn't an amatuer after all. 


He took the scissors and cut the fabric of the suit around the wound, allowing him to see the 
extent of the damage. Taking the gauze from his kit, he applied pressure to the wound, 
looking up slightly when he felt the agent shift beneath him. 


Tommy recalled his own first experience with being shot. He had been ten and, like this 
agent, had been training. By that point there were only twenty kids left in his class, and so the 
Room had decided to host a set of games with a twist; no one was to be killed during the 
lesson, but the person who had the most injuries on them would be locked in the isolation 
room for 24 hours. He had walked away with only a cut to his back and a bullet wound in his 
arm, far better than the loser who had been stabbed and almost beaten to death. 


He hadn't been given any anaesthesia when he had been admitted to the Room's infirmary, 
and knew if he even made a single noise he would be joining the loser in an isolation room. 
Tommy did not envy the agent in front of him right now. 


Tommy cleaned the wound as well as he could, glad that there weren't any remnants of the 
bullet hidden within the thigh. The agent bit into the gag, held his breath and held tight to the 
pole as Tommy stitched close the wound on both sides of his leg, his knuckles turning white 
from the pressure. He had to give him some credit, Tommy could barely hear the groan even 
as Tommy fumbled slightly with his stitching. 


"I would tell you to rest it but," Tommy smirked. "You're not going anywhere." He removed 
the gag from the other's mouth, looking away as the boy caught his breath. 


The agent only stared at him, his fingers twitching slightly. "I'm not telling you anything." 


He laughed, the sound hollow and dry. Tommy knew what it was like to fear being captured 
on a mission. He could imagine how the agent in front of him was feeling right now. "I'm not 
expecting you to." 


Tommy didn't want to leave the agent alone in his room, even though he knew the agent 
couldn't escape the handcuffs unless he wanted to lose his hand. Still, something about 
leaving a highly skilled assassin alone in his room still put him on edge. However, he picked 
up the dirty supplies and walked into the bathroom where he unceremoniously dumped them 
into the bin. 


He returned, trying not to run but still walking fast. When he looked into the room the agent 
was still there, desperately trying to unlock the handcuffs with a needle. "Alright," Tommy 
sighed. "I tried to be nice but now you really have to give me your weapons." 


The agent stopped what he was doing suddenly, his two wrists raw from having to reach and 
squirm around. "If you unlocked me, maybe then I could use my hands to give you my 
weapons." 


"Oh, I'm not trusting you to give me your weapons yourself," Tommy replied. "I just want 
your consent before I go rummaging around in your pockets." 


The boy opposite him didn't answer, and while normally Tommy would wait for an answer, 
he knew this was the best he would get from the agent. He searched the pockets of the suit 
and pulled out the two guns he knew would be on either side of the agent's hips; a standard 
procedure within the organisation. Fumbling around some more, he found a small knife, a 
large knife, some throwing disks and an assortment of other items hidden away in the pockets 
of the suit. "You packed light for this." 


Tommy watched as the agent stared at him with his dark eyes. "I didn't think I was making it 
out of here alive." 


Alright, that's some unexpected news . 


He stayed silent as the agent looked down. "They sent me to kill one of the most dangerous 
Wolf Spiders that ever graduated from the Red Room. | thought this was a suicide mission." 


"How old are you?" Tommy asked, fully expecting the agent not to answer. 


But the agent, however stoic he may be, had a look of longing in his eyes. Tommy knew the 
feeling, it was around the same age when Tommy himself was beginning to become 
disillusioned by the life of the Red Room, no matter how much he wanted to stay the good 
little soldier to protect his life. But every Spider knew that even the hint of disloyalty ended 
in death. Perhaps this small Spider, this barely a teenager, small and lanky boy in front of him 
had started to question the organisation that had raised him. 


He stayed quiet for a moment, before answering, "I'm thirteen." 


Barely a year out of graduation. What were they doing sending him after an experienced 
Spider? 


"Are you going to kill me?" 


Tommy looked down at the boy. Sure, they were raised to be bloodthirsty killers. Sure, they 
were raised to not feel anything, to feel no emotions. Sure, they could take down a 
government in just a few hours, but at the end of the day they were still kids. No matter how 
many times their memories were wiped, no matter how many people they killed, no matter 
how many times their DNA was genetically modified; they were still kids. 


He grimaced. "No, I'm not." 


Tommy really didn't want to leave the child alone in his house, however, he still had a job. 


Unfortunately. 


Before he had left he had given the child some cereal, the last that was in the box actually, 
and told him that if he wanted to escape he could, but that he would probably be hunted by 
the Room so the safest option was to stay in the apartment. The boy rolled his eyes but 
accepted the offer. 


"Thankfully this shift isn't too big." Tommy mumbled to himself as he walked in through the 
door. Tubbo was always there when his shift started, somehow. Tommy didn't complain, it 
took him these few months to actually admit that he liked the other boy's company. 


Tubbo smiled at him from the register. "Tommy! How are you man?" 


He mumbled back, "Everything is fine." 


"And when did you start sleeping over at the Minecraft's?" Tubbo laughed. 


Tommy frowned, letting his body rest on Tubbo's register. "Do they just adopt every child 
they see?" 


"Pretty much." Tubbo looked over to the other register beside him, and then turned back to 
Tommy with a sheepish grin. "Also, I'm sorry to tell you but you're on the registers today." 


Tommy looked up from where he had laid his head down on the bench. "Excuse me?" 


"I know you don't like it dude, but we couldn't get anyone else to come in." 


He groaned loudly, "I really don't like registers." 


Tubbo smiled painfully, putting the other boy on the back twice. "At least this way we can 
talk more, it's not going to be busy because it's way too cold outside." 


He was right, December had started and so had the snow. No one would be out today unless 
they were desperate, so hopefully it would be a quiet day. 


Tommy set himself up at the other register beside Tubbo, preparing himself mentally for 
dealing with customers on a day where really he just wanted to interrogate the agent back at 
his house on how exactly the Red Room had found him all the way here. 


"So," Tommy started. "What do you do for the Minecraft's exactly?" 


Tubbo stopped suddenly from where he had been cleaning the benches. "Oh you know, I'm 
just their IT guy." 


"And the guy you had found for them?" Tommy continued, giving off a nonchalant and 
carefree tone, no matter how much he wanted to get to the bottom of who they were 


investigating. "Is that part of some investigation they are doing? What is it that they do 
again?" He asked, hoping Tubbo would buy the naive conversation. 


“Well,” Tubbo started. “They’re a private company but technically they are connected to the 
government?” He looked like he was in pain, and if Tommy hadn't already figured out that 
the Minecraft’s job was a lot more than they let on, he definitely would’ve known the way 
Tubbo was horribly lying. “And uhhhh,” he hesitated. “I can’t really tell you. Top secret stuff, 
you know.” Tubbo had a knowing but forced grin on his face, and Tommy simply feigned 
understanding, internally screaming at how bad Tubbo was at this whole lying business. 


Tubbo, very quickly wanting to change the subject, continued, “So, you’ve been hanging 
around Wilbur a lot.” 


Tommy smirked, “Awww, are you getting jealous?” 


The other boy snorted, “Of course not, but it’s just,” he paused to collect his thoughts. “Phil 
is known for collecting strays; me, Techno, Wilbur,” he paused again. “But Wilbur had 
always been so standoffish. Not even I can usually get him out of his shell,” Tubbo wrung his 
hands and cleaned the bench again. It must have been spotless by now. “He took the 
disappearance of his brother really hard, you know? And he didn’t have a good childhood 
and I don’t know man,” he shrugged. “But you seem to have gotten through to him? Which is 
good!” Tubbo reassured, turning back to give Tommy a smile. The smile very quickly, 
though, turned menacing. “You do anything to mess that up and PII kill you.” 


Tommy doubted Tubbo could ever actually kill him, but he did his best to look afraid for the 
other boy’s sake. “I have no intention of hurting Wilbur.” 


“You better not,” Tubbo responded, the dark look still present on his face. “Because it won’t 
be just me; it’ll be Phil and Techno and Puffy and trust me,” he leaned forward. “You don’t 
want to mess with them.” 


Puffy? 


Tommy wanted to ask more, but a customer suddenly appeared in front of Tubbo, taking his 
attention away. 


Sure, Puffy knew Wilbur and Techno, but did she know them that much? 


The busyness of the day slowly took Tommy's own attention away from the other boy and his 
strange words. Before he knew it, the end of his shift was almost arriving. 


Tommy looked out the store's window as the sun slowly crept down over the horizon. Almost 
there. 


Of course, that's when Wilbur decided he would just happen to show up, of course. 


"Tommy, Tubbo!" He smiled brightly, brushing the snow off of his yellow jumper. Surely, the 
jumper didn't keep him warm in that weather. "Almost finished, boys?" 


Tubbo smiled brightly. It was just the three of them in the store as the day was coming to a 
close. "Boss man! Yeah, almost finished, how's the day been?" 


"Slow," the man replied. "Techno's been out for most of the day and Phil holed up in his room 
doing 'work'." Wilbur walked past the registers towards the produce aisle, and started 
examining potatoes. "Techno's making dinner but needed me to pick up the ingredients so I'm 
here doing unpaid labour." 


Tubbo laughed, "So, that's what we're having for dinner." 


"Yeah," Wilbur said, deadpan. "Potatoes again. Wooo." 


The two of them turned to Tommy, who had just been observing the conversation behind 
them. Tubbo leaned forward, "Tommy, you should come to dinner!" 


Oh, how he would have loved to have gone to that dinner. 


"I..." Tommy trailed off, considering the mess of an assassin child that he had left at home. "I 
have things to do, I'm sorry." 


"Oh, come on," Wilbur strolled over, placing the potatoes down onto Tubbo's register. "It'll be 
fun!" He grinned, a manic look in his eyes. Somewhere in the distance of Tommy's mind, he 
heard the door entry alert chime away at the front of the store. 


The boy shook his head. "No, I really need to take care of this." 


He saw the other two start to retaliate, most likely trying to come up with an excuse for 
Tommy to join them for dinner. 


But the clicking of a gun stopped them, and their faces quickly dropped. 


"Open the drawer." 


Tommy turned slowly, holding his hands above his head as a man dressed in black with a 
balaclava hiding his face stood in front of him. The gun in his hands was shaking, and the 
man spoke with fear. 


And Tommy had two civilians in the store, with no way to hide his identity. 


In Tommy's experience, these ones were more dangerous than any other gunman. He could 
deal with someone who knew their way around a gun, they were predictable. They were 
careful and deliberate, which always played into Tommy's strengths. But with someone with 
pure adrenaline and fear coursing through their veins, any sudden movement, any wrong 
word or wrong gesture and their paranoia takes over them. 


Out of the corner of his eye he saw Wilbur trying to slowly and calmly push Tubbo behind 
him, the man curiously collected despite the situation. He looked ready to speak, as if that 
was going to be of any help. 


"I said, open the drawer!" The man pushed the gun closer to Tommy's head, motioning with 
his other hand towards the cash register. Tommy very slowly reached down to open it up, the 
whole time keeping his eyes on the man. "Faster, come on! I'll shoot you!" 


Tommy knew an empty threat when he heard one, but he wouldn't underestimate the offender 
in front of him. The most repeated lesson he was ever taught was never to be too cocky; 
anything could happen. You must be prepared for anything. 


"Hey, mate," Wilbur took a step forward, causing Tommy to shoot him a dirty look. Did he 
want to get killed? "How about-" Tommy could hear something in his voice, was that... ? 


The burglar turned his gun onto Wilbur, his hand still shaking as he yelled, "Don't talk to 
me!" and a shot rang out throughout the store, the man looking stunned at his own hands. 


Tubbo screamed, ducking quickly underneath the counter while Wilbur jerked away 
suddenly. The register's screen shattered like spider webs, the bullet wedging itself deep 
within the computer's display. 


Tommy felt his blood run cold as he stared into Tubbo's wide eyes. He had only just barely 
ducked before the bullet came flying towards him. Tommy decided that it was enough. While 
the burglar was distracted, he pulled his hands down and swung them towards the gunman's 
hands, quickly disarming him and turning the gun so that it was now resting solely within 
Tommy's hands. The offender turned in surprise, looking at his hands and taking a few steps 
back. Tommy smirked. "Please leave, or I'll shoot you." He mocked him, his aim steady, 
pointed directly at the burglar's head. 


The man took a few more steps back before he ran, right out of the store and into the freezing 
snow. 


Tommy let out a sigh of relief, relaxing his body and shaking his hands to stop the cramping 
from how tightly he had held the gun. Usually, these situations didn't faze him that much. He 
was experienced with guns, he could confidently disarm anyone regardless of their skill level. 
But when the burglar had turned the gun onto Wilbur and Tubbo, something within him 
snapped. For the first time, in a very long time, he felt true fear. 


He unloaded the gun and placed it on the counter. 


"What the hell man?" 


Tubbo and Wilbur stared at him, the younger of the two slowly making his way back up from 
behind the counter. 


Wilbur eyed him up and down, as if assessing Tommy. On what, he couldn't make out. 
"When did you learn to disarm like that?" He asked, his mouth forming a small, confused yet 
curious grin on his face. 


Tommy shrugged. "I took self-defense lessons as a kid. It's useful when you live in District 
4." He looked down at the gun and then to the computer screen where the bullet was still 
lodged, the cracks shattering outwards in a million pieces. "Are you guys alright?" 


Tubbo laughed, shaken. "I'm, yeah, I'm," he breathed in. "Anyone else feel like they're gonna 
throw up?" He then promptly leaned up against the counter and slid himself down to the 
ground, his face pale. 


Wilbur lunged after him, placing a hand on his shoulder. "You alright?" 


"Yeah, yeah." The younger boy breathed out. 


Tommy froze, clutching the edge of his register counter tightly. If Tubbo hadn't moved out of 
the way in time... 


"I'm just gonna..." Tubbo leaned his head back and closed his eyes. "Phew, my heart is going 
crazy." He turned towards Tommy, giving him a tired smile. "What a way to end our shift, am 
I right?" 


Tommy only frowned, still frozen in place. 


Attachments are a weakness. 


Weaknesses are not tolerated. 


When did you start trusting Tubbo? 


You're getting weak. 


Wolf Spiders do not fear anything, they do not fear another's death. That is a weakness. 


"Tommy, are you alright?" Wilbur moved on from Tubbo, who had started breathing properly 
now, to come beside the other boy. "It's okay to feel scared after that, you know, even if you 
are experienced with it." 


Red covered his hands, he could never wash it out from under his fingernails no matter how 
hard he tried. 


Five years old, being handed the gun and learning how to aim perfectly every time. 


Learning how to disarm someone in seconds. 


Gun training and safety, but they never cared about their safety did they? 


Six years old. 


His target in front of him. 


"11, fire at will." 


The boy labelled Number 11 aimed his gun at the target, a clear and expressionless look in 
his eyes. His hands did not waiver as he pulled the trigger, his face did not change as he 
lowered his weapon. He did not make a sound as the target slumped over in their chair. The 
boy is six years old and this is his first kill. 


Wolf Spiders do not feel. And so, 11 did not feel even as the blood dripped down to the floor 
and the target's eyes stared empty into his own. 


His handler's face was hidden behind his white mask, a smile painted on the front. 11 handed 
the gun back to the instructor, who praised him, "Good shot. Congratulations." 


"Thank you, sir," 11 replies, because he has been taught manners, and this is the way you 
respond. 


"Next time, aim a little closer to the middle of the head. Makes for a cleaner death." His 
handler takes the gun in his hand and fires one more bullet, right between the target's eyes. 


"Yes, sir.” The boy says. He ignores the faint pain in his stomach, the swirling of emotions 
that he has been taught to squash down. 


Wolf Spiders do not feel emotions. Wolf Spiders do not feel anything. 


"Tommy!" Wilbur shook the boy out of his daydream. 


He gasped, taking in a huge gulp of air as his knees buckled beneath him, but he was caught 
by Wilbur. The man lifted him up and kept him in place. 


Tommy looked around, first to Tubbo, who was still sitting on the floor. The colouring in his 
face looked much better, but he had a worried look in his eyes. Why was he worried? 


He then turned to Wilbur, who was looking into the boy's eyes, searching and waiting for a 
sign to show him what Tommy was feeling. He wouldn't get an answer. Wolf Spiders hide 
everything. 


"Tommy, are you alright?" Wilbur repeated, holding tight to the boy's shoulders. 


He couldn't get enough air into his lungs. Despite the snow storm outside, Tommy could feel 
the sweat dripping down the back of his shirt. He needed to get out. 


"I gotta go." 


Wilbur backed away as Tommy shook himself from the other's grasp, storming out of his 
register corner and towards the door. "Tommy?" 


He continued walking even as Tubbo and Wilbur called after him, and even though the snow 
crunched under his feet he barely registered the sound, he barely even registered the chill that 
sent shivers down his spine. 


You're weak. 


Attachments. 


Weak. 


Tubbo. 


Weak. 


Wilbur. 


Weak. Weak. 


Puffy. 


Weak. Weak. Weak. 


Fear. 


Attachments are a weakness. 


He was back in his house. 


He could hear his breath come quickly, his lungs filling his entire chest and his legs shaking. 
He had run the whole way home. 


It was at this moment he remembered there was a child assassin in his bedroom. 


Tommy composed himself, throwing his head back to hit the door. "It's okay, it's okay." He 
whispered to himself, closing his eyes. "Come on, you've been through things worse than this 


Achilles-" 


He stopped. 


No, that wasn't right. 


Tommy. 


He was Tommy. 


Not Number 11. 


Not Achilles. 


Not even Theseus right now. 


He was... 


Tommy. 


Tommy. 


He stepped forward into his apartment, opening the door to his bedroom. 


As he expected, the agent was still there, staring bored at the ceiling, his wrists rubbed raw 
from the handcuffs. He straightened up when the door opened, his eyes narrowing. "You're 
back." 


"Yeah," Tommy replied, still dazed and out of breath. "What's your name?" 


The boy narrowed his eyes even further, "My name?" 


Tommy gulped. "Yes," he answered. "Your name. And not your number, not the name the 
organisation gave you. We all gave ourselves names, what's your name?" 


The agent stared at him for a minute, his eyes looking Tommy up and down, searching for 
some ulterior motive. "What about you?" 


"Me?" 


"Yeah, you," The agent repeated. "I'll tell you my name if you tell me yours." 


Tommy frowned. "You know my name. You came after me." 


The other boy shifted slightly. "I know they called you Achilles. I know they named you 
Number 11 at commencement." 


The older boy breathed out, his heart beating fast against his rib cage. "Tommy." His name 
was Tommy, it was Tommy, Tommy, Tommy, Tommy... 


The agent nodded his head, "I was named Number 27. I was called Vulpes when I 
graduated." 


"And what's your name?" Tommy asked one last time. 


Pausing, the boy turned his head to the side. "I named myself Fundy." 


Chapter End Notes 


I wasn't feeling this chapter but the ending took me by surprise. 


Also, can you tell I have no idea how gun shot wounds work? If I got anything wrong I 
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Chinese Take-Away and Beating Up a Blood God 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter 


- Death of children 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


In the end, Tommy had decided to allow Fundy to take his bed, the older boy taking the 
couch. Tommy felt that, since he had been the one to shoot the boy in the leg and kidnap him 
and basically ensure his death if the Room ever got a hold on him, the least he could do was 
offer him a proper place to sleep. The agent had only stared at him, though, still dressed in his 
combat gear and a mask covering his face, too proud to admit defeat but too tired to refuse 
such an offer. And so, he remained chained to the bedpost, determinedly sleeping leaned up 
against the side of the bed. 


It wasn't the name Fundy that had stirred up any memories in the back of Tommy's mind. It 
was Number 27 that conjured images of a small boy, just a few years younger than himself, 
proving everyone wrong and becoming a Wolf Spider. It was then the name Vulpes. Tommy 
had been at the boy's graduation ceremony only a year ago. 


That year was one of the few where more than one person had actually graduated from the 
class; two boys had become Wolf Spiders that day. 


Tommy pulled the blanket closer to his chin, settling down into the couch. He had removed 
all his weapons from his room and had placed them in the various creases of the couch. He 
wasn't concerned about his own wellbeing, he wasn't concerned with being stabbed in the 
middle of the night by his own knife sticking up out of the couch, because he had slept in 
much more precarious positions than this. 


No, Tommy was more concerned with the young Wolf Spider in the other room. If this would 
be anything like Tommy's own few days away from the Room, it would be an unpleasant 
time for the two of them. 


He sighed as he pulled the blanket tighter over himself. His memories had been unlocked 
even more than they usually were. Tommy knew this was going to be a rough night. 


Achilles watched the recruits, lined up on the other side of the room. They were 11 years old, 
in their final year of training, and at this point their class consisted of ten recruits. 


"You," Achilles pointed at a boy, with copper coloured hair and a scar across his face. "And 
you," he pointed towards another boy, with orange fox ears hiding beneath orange and black 
ombre hair. He was thin and small, a lot smaller than other boys. This was Achilles’ first 
lesson with this class, and he wanted to see how this tiny boy had survived to Top 10. 


The two boys stood in front of Achilles and the rest of their class, and bowed to each other 
before readying themselves for the fight. 


Achilles tried to not look surprised as, as soon as he gave the command to start, the smaller 
boy rushed in and hit the other boy in a flurry of attacks; punches and kicks, too quick for his 
opponent to even react. His limbs were a blur as he continued, and the copper coloured hair 
boy barely had time to blink before he was caught in a headlock. 


The boy struggled against the arm holding tight around his neck, his eyes widening in fear as 
he stared at Achilles, a final beg, a final wish hidden deep under years of conditioning and 
training. The fox eared boy stood strong, simply waiting for Achilles to give the instruction. 


Achilles swallowed the bile in his throat as he gave a single nod. 


The boy stood, not even out of breath as he turned back to his classmates, stepping over the 
body of the boy who finished tenth place. 


“So, you’re fast are you?” 


Fundy turned to him, his eyes peeking above his mask, clearly not amused. “I find that 
oversimplification insulting.” 


Tommy grinned, tearing off a piece of his bread to hand to the boy. “Speed boy, that’s your 
superhero name.” 


“Too bad I’m not a superhero,” the boy grumbled, reluctantly taking the peace offering. He 
pulled down his mask revealing the bottom half of his face and the small orange stripes that 
had appeared on his cheeks, glowing as if radiating light from under his skin. Those weren’t 
there when he’d last seen the boy. "What's your ability anyway, Mr Traitor?" The boy ripped 
a piece of the bread off with his teeth. 


Tommy stared at him, considering him like he was an assignment. “You’re rather talkative; 
wasn’t that a trait they stamped out in the Room?” 


Fundy snorted, “What does it matter? I’m dead anyway.” He took another bite of the piece of 
bread. “Either you kill me or the Room does.” 


“T’m not gonna kill you.” 


“Why not?” 


“I don’t do that anymore.” Tommy retorted, straightening his back. 


The agent raised an eyebrow. “So, that man you shot in the heart five times is alive and well? 
All of the people you’ve killed these last five months, what, didn’t actually die?” 


Tommy scowled, “That’s different, they deserve it.” 


“And I don’t?” Fundy’s ears twitched, his face unreadable but Tommy knew what he was 
feeling. 


Did they deserve it? They had done so much wrong, they had added such large quantities of 
evil to this world. They had killed so many people to get where they were now. Did they 
deserve death for what they ’ve done? 


Instead of voicing these thoughts, Tommy asked, “So, you’ve been stalking me then?” 


Fundy rolled his eyes, his body relaxing slightly, only ever so slightly. “I do my assignments 
well, thank you. They gave me a file.” 


“So, they’ve been stalking me.” 


“Yes.” 


Tommy frowned, expressing the thought that had haunted him from the night before. “And 
why did they send you?” 


The other boy halted, his head tilting. “Punishment.” 


Tommy’s frown deepened. He had been put through the Room’s punishments, they all had at 
some point in their lives there. The punishments ranged from the isolation chamber (the 
Room’s favourite), training until you collapse, grievous bodily harm and, in the more extreme 
cases, death by firing squad. Never had someone been sent on a mission as punishment... 


“They expected me to kill you.” 


" I expected you to kill me." 


The two of them stared at each other for a moment, before Fundy sighed. 


The Room sending someone out, not to kill the target but to kill the agent? Initially, Tommy 
had thought that the Room was coming for him now. He thought that the Room had finally 
found him. Now... 


All his hiding, his name changes, everything he had done to try to stay off their radar: It was 
all for nothing. They've always known where he was. He couldn't escape them. Since he'd 
moved to Esempee they've kept tabs on him. Why? Why not immediately send someone to 
kill him? Why send a barely graduated kid, not to kill Tommy but to kill the kid? 


"Your grade had two graduates." Tommy probed, crossing his arms over his chest. Fundy 
nodded. "Not incredibly rare but usually there is only one Wolf Spider each year." 


Fundy's eyes narrowed. "I was expendable. They had two of us. They didn't need me." 


Then, the two of them muttered together, "I have no place in this world." 


The words, drilled into them from practically infanthood, came easily to them. 


Tommy cocked his head. "So, what did you do to get the Room sending you off on suicide 
missions?" At that, Fundy snapped his mouth shut, so loud that Tommy could hear an audible 
‘thunk ' and turned away from the older boy. "Oh come on, now you give the silent 
treatment," Tommy leaned forward, a grin forming slowly at the edges of his mouth. "But we 
were having so much fun talking about our trauma." 


The agent continued to stare at Tommy's bedroom walls where the paint had started to slowly 
peef off. Tommy's bread had finally run out, and so he left the agent in the room to his own 
thoughts. 


Tommy hadn't patrolled since he'd kidnapped Fundy, and that was a whole two days ago. His 
body was itching to be let out again, especially with the increased memories from the Room 


that had been awakened since Fundy had rocked up. 


Although Tommy had left the boy alone in the house a few times now, he still felt a pit in his 
stomach every time he left the boy alone. Initially, he had been worried about the boy 
escaping and going back to the organisation to bring back enforcements, but now... 


Now he was just worried about the boy in general. 


The boy, who was smaller than all his other classmates, who had somehow become a Wolf 
Spider... only to be thrown out of the organisation and sent on a suicide mission. 


"Oh dear, I'm becoming like the Minecraft's,"" Tommy thought to himself. " Their adoptive 
tendencies have rubbed off on me." 


Next thing he knew Tommy would be adopting a whole orphanage of traumatised children, 
like that would ever happen. 


Currently, Tommy was sitting on a roof, as he so usually did during patrols, looking over the 
lower districts of Esempee. He'd missed the way the cold night air blew against his hoodie 
which concealed his hair. He'd honestly missed his attire altogether. 


Tommy had gotten so used to wearing his gear without the Spider symbol on the front, that 
he'd forgotten it was even there until Fundy had rocked up wearing the exact same suit with 
the white clasp around the belt. 


He once again cursed himself for not also grabbing the winter suit. When he'd planned his 
grand escape from the Room, he'd only allowed enough time to grab a few belongings. He 
had basically left with only the clothes on his back. 


The suit hugged him nicely though, and the hoodie and mask of course meant his identity 
was as secret as it could be. A blessing he didn't know he would need as he turned to a life of 
vigilantism. 


"Hey ! " 


Tommy directed his attention to the road, where a man had just entered a bank with a gun. 
"Not more guns," He groaned before making his way down the building, climbing down so 
seamless it almost looked like flying. 


However, before Tommy could even get within ten metres of the scene, a loud "crack" 
sounded throughout the street. Right in front of him, a tall and slim man stood from where he 
had jumped down, a large red and white cape covering his entire silhouette. The figure had 
flowing pink hair that was tied in a low ponytail to make way for the gold crown that laid 
atop his head. In his hand he held a large purple axe that glowed in the darkness. 


Tommy had finally met the Blade. 


The Blade didn't speak as he swiped his axe across the robber's side, missing the hand 
entirely and disarming the attacker in one move. 


"He is so cool." 


The superhero handcuffed the man and turned towards Tommy, his face obscured by a mask 
fashioned like a pig, with huge tusks coming out of each side. Was he imagining it or did the 
hero linger on his shadow for a second? 


Nope. He definitely just got caught by the superhero. 


Tommy took off into the shadows of the alleyway, making his way through the back lanes 
that connected the city's streets. 


He heard the police arrive at the scene and stopped for a second, taking the chance to observe 
the situation from a far. The robber was there, being shoved into the back of a police car and 


an ambulance had just shown up to tend to any injuries of the victims. Speaking of the 
victims, they were all huddled together in the light of the street lamp outside of the bank. 


It looked like a perfectly normal crime scene, but where was - 


"Theseus." 


The Blade. 


Tommy turned around to face the man. He stood tall, even taller than Tommy who was 6"2 
last time he had been measured by the Room. His entire face was obscured by the mask, 
different to Mockingbird and the Angel of Death who at least had their eyes revealed. 


He stood over Tommy, his shadow encompassing the boy, his axe still held loosely in his 
hand. The air between them stilled, the tension colouring the night as the wind whistled over 
the rooftop. 


"Theseus." Tommy held his breath as the Blade addressed him again. "Do you enjoy Greek 
mythology?" 


Whatever Tommy had been expecting the Blade to say to him upon meeting him for the first 
time, it definitely wasn't that. 


"Excuse me?" Tommy responded before he could think about his answer. "What kind of 
question is that?" 


The Blade shrugged, "Not a completely unrelated question, considering your name is from a 
famous Greek myth." 


Tommy breathed in deeply. "I dabbled in the knowledge of... some Greek myths." 


The superhero hummed, taking a confident step forward. "We've heard of some other places 
using Greek influence. Does the name Achilles ring a bell at all?" 


His hand shook, so he kept it on his gun, attempting to hide the way his body was betraying 
him. How do they know about Achilles? All of that information is incredibly encrypted and 
there was no way I would've ever left a trace... unless... 


The Blade was still waiting for an answer, tilting his head to the side as he raised his axe a 
little higher, the edge made out of pure netherite, an extremely rare and precious metal only 
found in Esempee. "Well?" 


Tommy gulped down his fear and schooled his features into the poker face he had perfected 
almost ten years ago. "I have no idea what you're talking about." 


"Really?" The Blade retorted straight away, barely giving Tommy time to finish his sentence. 
"So, you also wouldn't know anything about an organisation whose symbol is a white spider, 
would you?" 


How. The. Fu- 


"Because we've got some information on you and your 'buddies'," the superhero continued. 
"And everything matches your MO. Black suit with a white spider, changing accents, clean 
and professional kills. If you weren't on the Hero's Committee radar before, well..." he 
trailed off, and let out a small laugh. "Let's just say I'm their last resort to bring you in." 


Tommy forced his body to maintain a relaxed position. Either the Room was getting sloppy 
or... or he had severely underestimated the Hero's Committee. 


He let out a silent breath and cocked his head to the side, feigning confidence. "I don't know 
what you think you've figured out, or what information you think you have, but I work alone. 
I'm not part of any organisation." Not anymore. 


“Maybe not,” The Blade conceded. “But I still need to take you in.” 


The one thing about the Blade that Tommy didn’t like; his style of combat. 


His axe swung at him at incredible speed, imbedding itself on the concrete roof where 
Tommy had just been standing. He meant business. 


Tommy went on the defensive, ducking back and forth, crouching and jumping in time with 

the swinging of the hero’s axe. He knew one thing; the Blade was not going in for the kill. If 
he was, Tommy was sure he would’ve already been dead by now. This little fact also helped 

him devise a strategy exploiting this weakness. 


The words of his mentors came back to him without his permission; “ Don t get cocky, 
someone will always be better than you. That doesn t mean you can t win though.” 


Tommy studied the Blade while dodging the attacks and noticed there was a small moment in 
time between when the axe had stopped swinging to when the hero swung it again, a teeny, 
tiny moment in time. The Blade wasn’t one of the best superheroes for nothing, he had honed 
his skills to perfection... but so had Tommy. 


On the downswing of the axe, Tommy leapt into the air and onto the shaft of the weapon, 
grabbing a hold of the superhero’s hands. He continued swinging his body up so that his feet 
placed a firm kick onto the Blade’s face. Tommy quickly somersaulted off the axe and over 
the man’s head before he could get his bearings, and grabbed a hold of the man’s cape around 
his shoulders. He knew he couldn’t beat the Blade. Even if the man didn't have super strength 
he still didn't know if he could beat him, but Tommy also had super strength, he had been 
genetically modified from a young age to be superior. If he could distract him for long 
enough to escape... 


The Blade got his bearings much quicker than Tommy expected; he swung his blade behind 
his head in hopes of hitting Tommy with the blunt side. Tommy, however, just kept ducking 
while continuing to hang off of the superheroe’s cape. “You know, you really should listen to 
Edna.” 


“Who?!” 


Tommy rolled his eyes as the man swung his axe back again, reaching with his other hand to 
try and pry Tommy’s hands off the article of clothing. “Edna. She specifically said ”no capes” 
for heroes, you should’ve listened.” 


Having enough of the back and forth, Tommy slid down the cape and planted his feet firmly 
on the ground, before swinging his arms up to push the heavy fabric over and onto the 
Blade’s head. The fabric reached all the way to his face and got caught in the peaks of his 
crown and the tusks on the sides of his face. “Heh?!” The hero called out, flailing madly to 
untangle himself from the mess. 


Tommy quietly slipped away as quickly as he could, trying to keep his giggles silent. 


Who knew the Number 2 Superhero would be that easy to defeat? 


“T’m back!” Tommy called out as he entered the apartment. “And I got dinner!” 


He walked into the bedroom and smiled in amusement as Fundy tried to hide his interest in 
the Chinese take-away he had bought with the extra money he had been given for 
compensation of the robbery of L’Manberg. “Have you had Chinese take-away before?” 


Fundy furrowed his eyes at the package in Tommy’s hand. “Well... P ve never been to 
China.” 


Tommy laughed, taking his place across from the child assassin. “Trust me, you wouldn’t 
find any of this in China, it’s an American staple!” 


“Chinese take-away... is an American cuisine?” Fundy asked. 


The older boy nodded, “I was also confused when I first moved here, but I also had some 
experience of this during one of my...” He trailed off, his smile disappeared instantly from 
his face. 


Fundy finished the sentence. “From one of your missions.” 


There was silence between them for a few seconds. 


Tommy’s mouth twitched slightly. “Here, I got you some spring rolls, and also fortune 
cookies, they are the best, and here are some ‘mild’ noodles but you just know that it’s gonna 
be so spicy...” 


The younger boy leaned forward, “Fortune cookies?” 


“Yeah, they’re said to be blessed by those with the power of prophecy,” Tommy shook his 
head, “but everyone knows people with that ability can’t do that, it’s ridiculous.” He opened 
one fortune cookie and read it out loud, “‘ Your hard journey will come to an end soon’, man I 
hope so.” 


Fundy almost let a smile grace his lips almost. “ It’s just nonsense?” 


Tommy counted that small twitch of the mouth a win in getting Fundy to finally smile. 
“Yeah, complete nonsense.” 


The two sat in silence eating their respective meals, occasionally sharing quips about the 
fortune inside their cookies. 


Suddenly, there was a knock at the door of the apartment. 


The two of them immediately sprung to attention, Tommy reaching for the knife in his boot. 
“T wasn’t expecting anyone.” 


“Could it be the Room?” Fundy asked. His face was perfectly smooth and neutral but Tommy 
could hear the terror hidden under layers and layers of conditioning. 


Tommy stood up and exited the bedroom, stalking closely towards the door, his hand inching 
closer and closer towards his boot. As he made it halfway to the door he cursed himself; he 
should have grabbed the gun from under his pillow on the couch. He really needed a way to 
conceal that on his body. 


Finally reaching the door, Tommy glanced through the peephole and immediately sighed, in 
both relief and frustration. 


Beyond the door was Wilbur and Tubbo, the two of them standing there awkwardly in the 
damp and musty halls of his apartment complex. 


Tommy opened the door for them, rolling his eyes. "What are you guys doing here?" 


Tubbo gave him a stink eye. "Man, we were worried about you! You witness a traumatic 
experience and then run away from us! You don't have a phone so there was no way we could 
contact you and I would have run after you as soon as you left if Wilbur hadn't held me back, 
we decided to wait a few days for you to settle down but then I got even more worried about 
the possibility of you being really badly affected as you looked it when you left L'Manberg 
and holy crap dude -" 


"Tubbo!" Tommy snapped, although there was no malice on his face. His features had 
softened and the beginnings of a smile had formed on his mouth. "I'm fine, okay boss man?" 


"You really did scare us Tommy," Wilbur chimed in, his face long and his eye bags more 
pronounced than normal. 


Tommy had never felt awkward before, he usually was always in complete control of every 
situation, but he thinks this is what feeling awkward is like. "I'm sorry, I just uh..." his 
heartbeat sped up. Does he dare tell them? They were his friends right? 


Friends. 


He had friends? 


When did this happen? 


Tommy continued, "It brought back some painful memories." 


Wilbur nodded like he understood, meanwhile Tubbo shuffled his feet and only offered a 
sheepish smile. "Can we come in?" Tubbo asked. 


Tommy's heartbeat, this time, stopped. 


I have a child dressed in black leather handcuffed to the foot of my bed. I cannot explain this 
away. 


Instead of freaking out, as he very much wanted to, Tommy simply smiled. "I'd love to have 
you over but I'm... really tired. Sorry, boss man." Tubbo looked resigned but he respected 
Tommy's excuse, nodding his head slowly. "But," and Tommy couldn't believe he was 
actually suggesting this. "We could hang out tomorrow?" 


Tubbo's face lit up at that, excitedly jumping around. "Yes! You should come back over to the 
Minecraft's, because this time Ranboo will be there!" 


"Ranboo?" Tommy asked, and by the looks of Wilbur's face this was once again another thing 
Tubbo had blurted out without considering the company he was in. "Who's Ranboo?" 


Wilbur laughed, the sound floating through the air. "Ranboo is another stray. It would be..." 
he turned to Tubbo and levelled him with the kindest glare Tommy had ever seen. "... 
interesting to have Ranboo and Tommy meet." 


Tommy wanted to laugh at the obvious pain on both of the men's faces. "I'll be there 
tomorrow then," he decided, continuing to revel in their misery. 


"Tomorrow!" Tubbo shouted as the two of them made their way back down the hallway and 
to the elevators. 


Once Tommy was sure the two had definitely left the building, he turned his back and made 
his way to Fundy. "It's okay, it was only my idiot coworker and his friend," the words, though 
harsh, were said in a fond tone. 


As he turned the corner into his bedroom, Tommy realised Fundy must've recognised the 
fondness in his voice. The boy was smirking, leaning back as casually as he could while 
handcuffed to a bed. "Are they your little friends? The Big Bad Wolf has found some 
friends?" 


Tommy stopped suddenly, his face dropping back to a neutral poker face. Fundy realised his 
mistake immediately, biting his lip and stammering out an apology. "Tommy, I'm -" 


"Wolf Spiders don't have friends," and with that, Tommy flicked the bedroom light off and 
slammed the door behind him. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Hope you enjoyed! 
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Tommy didn't talk to Fundy much after that. Actually, he didn't talk to Fundy at all. He 
instead spent his night on the couch cleaning his knife and sharpening it, checking his guns, 
going over his combat suit to check for any tears or rips, anything he could to distance 
himself from the boy in his bedroom. 


Attachments are weaknesses. 


Don't get attached, don't get attached. 


Tommy... 


You've been getting attached. 


Do you think you can have friends? You don t deserve friends! You don t even deserve 
kindness. You have no place in this world. 


The moon rose steadily over the night sky. Tommy wouldn’t sleep tonight, he couldn't sleep 
tonight. His shift at Puffy’s started in 4 hours anyway, there was no point. 


As he got dressed for the day, the thought crossed his mind to go check on Fundy. 


“I’m sure he didn’t mean it,” Tommy assured himself, looking into the mirror, dressed in his 
café uniform. “It was just a joke.” 


But he’s right, the voice whispered, and it sounded so oddly like a combination of his own 
voice and the voice of his two main instructors, 404 and Dream. 


He was back in the training room, an individual training session with his two instructors. He 
was top 5, he had made it this far. 


"Making it to the Top 5 is child's play," 404 stood across from him, his face blissfully blank. 
His white-rimmed glasses shielded his eyes from view, for good reason. "Only the best make 
it to graduation." 


"Yes, sir," Number 11 replied, staring straight ahead. 


404 continued, "The Top 5 is where the real fun begins," he grinned. "Dream and I are here 
to be your personal instructors. We're going to have such a good time together." His grin took 
on a sickening appearance. 


“Our job is to test you, 11,” Dream added. Even though his face was obscured, and he was 
behind him, Number 11 could feel his gaze against his back. He wasn t expected to turn 
around, he was to remain completely still in between them. “If you can survive the silver- 
spooned coddled life inside the Room, then you can survive anything." Number 11 hated how 
his mind argued back ‘you call this coddled?". 


404 smiled a wicked, sadistic grin. “We’re here to make you into the perfect soldier because 
the Room expects nothing less than perfection. ” 


“And perfect soldiers don t love. They don t fall victim to sympathy or empathy. If you want to 
win, you have to want it more than the other four boys,” Dream continued. “And for yourself, 
there will be no mercy from us.” 


404 nodded towards Dream and Number 11 finally turned around. “I want to see what you're 
made of. I've seen you fight against the other recruits, but let's see how you do up against real 
skill." He nodded towards his fellow instructor. "You will be fighting Dream today. It will not 
be to the death,” he smiled. “Unfortunately. But failure will result in severe consequences.” 


Dream stood in front of him, relaxed. Number 11, however, could see the tension in his 
muscles. Failure would result in severe consequences... for both of them. 


They readied for a spar, standing on either side of the mat. 404 stood between them, ready to 
give the order. “Oh, and 11?” Number 11 turned to him. 404 smirked wickedly, specifically 
towards Dream. “You can use your abilities for this one.” 


"Tommy, are you okay?" Tommy opened his eyes and pulled his head up from where it had 
been resting against the glass case full of Puffy's sweets. The café owner stared at him in 
confusion and concern. She raised her hand to his forehead, which she must have deemed as 
warm, "You're burning up, are you sick?" 


The boy waved her off, "No, don't worry about me Puffs." 


"If I don't, who will?" She stood with her hand on her hip and her eyebrow raised. "Did you 
get any sleep last night?" 


Tommy frowned and didn't answer. He could easily lie and say 'of course I slept’. He'd lied 
about a million times in his life. But, lying to Puffy felt especially... cruel. 


Wow, who knew he had a heart? 


Attachments, Tommy. Dream's voice chimed in his head. 


Why couldn't he get it out of his brain? 


When he didn't answer Puffy shrugged her shoulders, "You leave me no choice. I'm sending 
you home." 


“Puffy, please,” Tommy scoffed. “It was just a rough night! Everyone has them,” he turned 
away from her, continuing to clean the table. “Besides, my shift ends in two hours anyway. 
There’s no point in sending me home.” 


She crossed her arms in front of her and levelled Tommy with a mean stare, but then a 
customer walked into the store. "Fine," she resigned and returned to the counter to serve the 
customer. 


Tommy sighed in relief and continued cleaning the tables. 


The rest of the shift passed by in silence, although Tommy could feel Puffy’s stare on his 
back at all times. 


It wasn’t as though he wasn t grateful for Puffy’s concern and her help and everything but... 


Attachments are weaknesses. 


And admitting you needed help was admitting failure. 


Tommy was thrown into another flashback. 


Five years old and the class had been divided into small groups of ten boys. Each group met 
in the shooting range; gun training. 


Number 11 held the gun in his hand, the weapon already feeling comfortable and light in his 
grip. He had almost graduated to using a full-size gun. Almost. 


He fired two rounds at the target in front of him about 50 metres away. One hit the bulls-eye, 
the other hit slightly to the side. 


An instructor came up behind him and hit him across the head with a handgun. In harsh 
Russian, they scolded, "Useless boy, nothing but perfection." 


Number I1 resisted the urge to rub the bruise forming on the back of his head, knowing any 
reaction would result in further pain. He fired two rounds again, this time both of them hit the 
bulls-eye. The instructor behind him sniffed and simply walked away from him; the best 
compliment he could've gotten for his effort. 


A boy next to him fumbled slightly with the handgun, firing one round. It hit the edge of the 
target, and he attempted to fire one more even as his hands shook. Before he could, though, 
an instructor reached down from behind him to take the gun from his hands and then 
smacked the boy across the face so hard that he fell. "No!" The boy yelled, shielding his face 
from further abuse. 


Everyone in the shooting range stopped and stared at him, each one holding their breath. 


The instructor's face remained neutral as he examined the gun in his hands. "I think you need 
a lesson on how to properly aim at a target," and then he levelled the gun towards the boy. 


"Tommy!" Puffy shouted, her hand around his upper arm. Her eyes shone with fear and 
concern and... were there tears in her eyes? "Tommy, what's wrong?" 


He looked down at where he was; somehow he had ended up on the ground with his hands 
clutching the towel tightly. The store was empty besides the two of them, the closed sign 
turned outwards. 


Tommy blinked. "What happened?" 


Puffy sighed, kneeling further so that she was on eye-level with him. "You tell me, you just 
suddenly - uh - collapsed! I closed the store and came to check on you but you just had this 
far-away look in your eyes." 


His heart started to pick up. He... collapsed? Just because of a stupid memory? 


He couldn't even remember the boy's number now. He didn't know if that was good or bad. 
"Uh, yeah. I'm fine Puffy." 


"You're not fine, Tommy!" She checks his forehead again. "You're so warm, Tommy, you're 
going home." 


"No, Puffy it's okay-" 


She stood up suddenly and crossed her arms. "Tommy, I’m your boss. I’m telling you to go 
home.” 


Tommy sighed, carding his hand through his hair. It had grown so much in the last five 
months, now sticking up at random places, and no matter how hard he tried to comb it down 
it was always far too unruly. That’s probably why the Room always kept their hair short and 
cropped. 


“Okay, Puffy,” tiredness flooded into his body as he gave up the fight, another lesson that the 
Room had beaten into him; pick your battles to win the war. “Fine, you win.” 


She frowned at him. “Toms, it's not about winning or losing. I care about you.” 


Tommy scowled, “Yeah sure.” His heartbeat still refused to slow down even as he tried as 
hard as he could to empty his mind. "Yeah, su-sure Puffy." 


Puffy hesitated for a moment before sitting beside him once more. “Tommy, can I show you 
my ability?” 


He narrowed his eyes, assessing her up and down. “What is it?” 


She reached out a hand gently towards his face. He pulled away for a moment, but at her gaze 
he haltered. "It's okay," she reassured, and then slowly rested her hand against his cheek. 


Immediately, Tommy's body relaxed and he slumped over, his thoughts slowing down. He 
should've been worried about the fact that all his senses had just been dulled, but he didn't 
care. He leaned into Puffy's touch, sighing in contentment. 


He missed the way Puffy’s expression became more concerned during the exchange. 


"What is this?" He asked, his eyes closed and face relaxed. 


Puffy laughed; a gentle and loving sound. Tommy wished he could hear it forever. Tommy 
wished he could experience this feeling forever, this blissful existence. "My ability isn't 
considered dangerous or powerful by any means, but it's useful." He opened his eyes to see 
her eyes glinting curiously, her smile turning into more of a smirk. "Pathokinesis; the ability 
to change or manipulate people's emotions. Of course, I usually only use the ability to help 
calm people but still," she took her hand away and the feeling subsided, although it lingered 
there for a moment, calming his mind. 


Tommy bit his lip. "That's a pretty cool ability," he admitted. "It's pretty damn scary too." 


She smiled, "You think so?" 


"Oh yeah!" He confirmed. "If you can manipulate it to any emotion, that's a powerful 
ability." 


Puffy rolled her eyes but her smile continued. "Well, thank you." She considered him, and 
then asked, "Do you feel better now?" 


"I-" he hesitated once again, analysing his own emotions. "I guess so." 


She nodded, "Good. Now go home." 


The phone rang. 


“Wilbur speaking.” 


“Hey Wil, it's Puffy." 


"Puffy? What's happened?" 


"Nothing too urgent but... I’m slightly worried about Tommy.” 


“Yeah," he laughed melodically. "We are too; we've had some interesting situations with him 
recently. What happened?” 


“He collapsed today at work and then just sat there staring into space for a few minutes.” 


** .. Heat? Exhaustion?” 


“I would've thought so too. I'm pretty sure he's exhausted from overworking himself. I also 
suspect he's been having nightmares.” 


“I agree. He came to our house a few days ago because of nightmares. But Puffy, you 
wouldn’t call unless it was serious...?” 


The question hung in the air as the woman collected her thoughts. 


“Wil, I used my ability on him so he could calm down. It looked like he was going into the 
beginning of a panic attack and, well...” she trailed off. 


The line stayed silent for a while until - “Puffy?” 


“When I connected with him, there was so much pain in his soul. I put up a blockade as quick 
as I could to limit its effects on me, but the fact that I even needed to do that suggests he has 
major trauma.” 


"How major?" 


"Major, major Wilbur. I didn't even feel this much coming from Techno and you know as 
well as I do what he's been through." 


"...That's concerning." 


"Would you please go and check on him? I've sent him home for the day." 


"Yeah, of course, Puffy." 


"Thank you." 


The phone call ended. 


Tommy stood outside the door to his bedroom, a bag full of clothes held in his hands. He 
hadn't been too sure about Fundy's size, but he hoped that he had guessed right. 


He didn't know why he was stalling. He didn't know why he had been waiting outside of his 
own bedroom for almost twenty minutes now. 


Maybe because the gesture could be misconstrued as... personal? When it wasn't. No, 
Tommy had spent almost an hour now (half an hour in the store and the rest of the time 
walking to his apartment and standing in front of the door ) telling himself that this gesture 
was anything BUT personal. He was just supplying Fundy clothing, just as he had supplied 
Fundy with food and water. It was just bare necessities. This was not a kind gesture. Wolf 
Spiders don't do kind gestures. 


...But then again, Fundy would be just fine in his combat gear. Tommy himself had spent 
longer than a month living in his suit, it worked out fine in the end. Maybe... maybe this 
gesture was kindness? Tommy would have killed for clothes of his own in the first week 
outside of the Room, not to mention the fact that, ahem, he did kill to have some clothes of 
his own. 


Maybe he should return the clothes, he still had the receipt. 


Maybe he could just leave them for a while and talk with Fundy a bit more, assessing the boy 
and his needs. 


Maybe Fundy didn't even NEED clothing - 


"I can sense you outside the door." 


Damn it. 


Tommy turned the handle, staying in place as the door slowly swung open. Fundy was staring 
right at him with a small smirk and a twinkle in his eyes. Tommy huffed, "What, you have 
increased senses?" 


Fundy nodded, "Yeah, even more than the average Wolf Spider. The benefits of basically 
being a fox do come in handy sometimes." His eyes drifted to the bag in Tommy's hands. 
"What's that?" 


"A gift," Tommy stated bluntly as he threw the bag towards Fundy. "Thought you might want 
to get out of that ugly suit." 


The boy smiled sadly. "We both know the suits aren't ugly." 


Tommy breathed deeply. He's right. 


Fundy reached out for the bag, even with his hands still bound, and looked inside. "Clothes?" 


"Yeah," Tommy gulped and shifted. "You know, so you can look normal and not like a freak. 

I had a close call with my friends last night, but they're stubborn and they don't take no for an 
answer. They will probably just show up unannounced again sometime soon. If they ask, and 
I'm sure they will," Tommy smirked. "You're my cousin." 


The agent scowled and looked up at Tommy, taking a break from rummaging through the bag 
and assessing the articles inside it. "And how are we meant to spin that?" 


Tommy shrugged, "Our mothers were human, your father wasn't. Simple!" 


Fundy rolled his eyes and looked back into the bag. "You know, even if I did change out of 
this suit, they're still going to wonder about why I'm handcuffed to your bed." 


"They won't have to," and at that Tommy reached into his pocket and pulled out the key to 
Fundy's handcuffs. He made quick to get the boy unchained, grimacing at the way the boy 
didn't even flinch as blood rushed back into his hands. They had all been through this before. 


The younger one rubbed his wrist gingerly, his face almost impossible to read. "Thank you," 
he said softly, ducking his head down. 


Tommy nodded, his face also neutral. "Don't mention it." He hesitated slightly. “Look, what’s 
your plan now?” 


“My plan?” Fundy asked, confused. 


“Yeah,” the older boy nodded. “Your plan. Now that you’re out of there you... you don’t 
want to go back do you?” 


Fundy’s fox-ears turned down slightly although his face stayed neutral. He had a 
contemplative look in his eyes. “I don’t want to go back.” He said with conviction, looking 
down at his wrists where they were still red. His wrists, like Tommy’s, like everyone from the 
Room, had faint scars from being handcuffed every single night until they were twelve. 
Fundy hadn’t minded being handcuffed because he had been used to it. “I don’t want to go 
back to them.” 


“Good,” Tommy responded, shuffling his feet on the carpet. “Then stay here.” 


The agent - no, not the agent - the boy, the kid, the child stared at him with a dumbfounded 
expression. “You’re lying.” He said. 


Tommy shrugged. “I’m not, but if you don’t want to live with me I’ll set you up somewhere 
else.” 


Fundy nodded, still a little confused. “I’m sorry about what I said last night.” He smiled a 
little. “Maybe Wolf Spider’s can have friends.” 


Tommy’s heart thrummed and warmed in a way he wasn’t used to, in a way that usually only 
happened around Puffy. He smiled, and then hesitated as he changed the topic, “Listen, my 
friends will inevitably meet you, but when they do can you please just-” 


“PII make myself disappear,” Fundy replied, deadpanned. 


Tommy winced slightly. “Not in such blunt terms, but basically. You aren't used to the world 
yet-” 


“T'm not used to the world?” Fundy growled. “I’ve been tortured near to death, I've taken so 
many lives that I've lost count. I'm fluent in over one hundred languages and can name the 
major political leaders of nearly the same amount of countries...” 


The older boy interrupted, shrugging coldly. “What's your favourite movie then? Favourite 
colour? What genre of music do you like to listen to? Do you know anything about how to 
live a normal teenage life that hasn't been planned to perfection by a murderous, child 
kidnapping organisation for a mission that will end in you killing someone? What's currently 
happening around the world?” Tommy paused and watched as Fundy’s mask slowly began to 
crack. “We were kept under lock and key back there and they didn't allow us to live. We were 
isolated so we could remain the perfect, brainwashed soldiers.” 


Fundy blinked a few times, and then replied, “P1 stay unnoticed.” It was in a dead voice that 
he responded. 


Tommy sighed, running a hand through his hair, “All P1 say is P’ ve been where you are right 
now in terms of adjusting.” Then he walked out of the room to allow Fundy some privacy. 


It's hard to remember, hard to fathom, that after everything they had been through, after 
everything they had endured, the hell that they had lived in, at the end of the day they were 
still human. 


At the end of the day, they were still kids. 


Tommy had been expecting them to come over. 


He just didn’t think they were gonna make so much of a fuss. Or mess. 


“Tommy Innit!” Tubbo roared as he entered the apartment, small sparks of electricity 
shooting off around him. “What is wrong with you?” 


“Many things, Tubbo,” Tommy deadpanned. “Many things.” 


Wilbur entered slowly behind the raging teen, taking in the apartment. His eyes gleamed as if 
he found all of this funny. “Puffy called today,” his smile widened. “Why didn’t you tell us 
you were sick?” 


“Because I’m not,” Tommy mumbled. “I’m not sick, Puffy just thought I was.” 


Tubbo placed the back of his hand on Tommy’s head, just as Puffy had done before. “You’re 
not too warm, which is good. You got a stomach bug?” 


Tommy shook his head and shook Tubbo’s hand away. “I am fine. I was going to come over 
to your place anyway!” 


“Yeah,” Tubbo drawled. “Well, we’re here now! So let’s watch some Netflix. P11 hook up my 
account to your TV.” 


Tubbo got to quick work with that, his cyberpathy skills a blur to watch. 


At that moment, a third person walked through the door. He was tall, so tall that he had to 
bend down to even get in. His hair was bi-coloured, one side white and the other side black, 
and his face and body mirrored this image, although most of his face was covered by a face 
mask and glasses. He wore a simple jumper and jeans, holding in his hands a large winter 
coat. 


He looked familiar. Too familiar. Where had he seen him before? 


Could be anyone. They didn't let you keep anything, why do you think they would let you keep 
your memories? 


Wilbur grimaced, "Tommy, this is Ranboo." 


The man, Ranboo, gave a small wave. "Hi, sorry for uh, um," he gestured around the room. 
"intruding like this." 


"It's no problem, mate," Tommy responded, shoving his hands into his pockets. Ranboo stood 
slouched over, as if he was trying to downplay how tall he was, especially beside Tubbo who 
barely stood at 5"6, an entire foot difference if Tommy was seeing it right. He fidgeted 
slightly as if something was always making him uncomfortable. "How do you know the 
Minecrafts?" 


He tried to ask this as casually as he could, but Wilbur still looked up with a curious face. 
Tubbo didn't seem to care, still messing with Tommy's TV, and neither did Ranboo as he 
answered, "I was another 'stray'," he chuckled nervously. "You could call it. Phil took me in a 
few years ago. And now I work with them, mainly working with Tubbo." 


Tommy hummed, "So, you're technology gifted too?" 


Ranboo outright laughed. "Oh no, I mean, not really. Not as good as Tubbo at any rate." The 
mentioned boy mumbled at his name. "But no, I'm there for..." He trailed off and looked 
towards Wilbur whose mouth straightened into a line. "Moral support." 


These guys are so bad at lying. And being subtle. 


"Yes!" Tubbo exclaimed from beside them. "We have all the SBI parody movies, some of the 
rest of the Hero's Committee movies and, ooohh," Tubbo turned towards the rest of them. 
"We also have some supervillain ones." He sang, waving the remote at them. 


Wilbur made himself at home on Tommy's couch, putting his feet up onto the footrest in the 
middle of the room. Tubbo had sat right down in front of the TV, so close he could almost 
touch it. Ranboo waited by the entrance still, looking to Tommy for a social cue. Tommy 
sighed and rolled his eyes, but then nodded at the taller boy with a smirk, "Go ahead." 


Ranboo walked excitedly over to the couch and plonked down next to Wilbur. 


Wilbur gave him a nudge over before turning back to Tubbo and Tommy who were now 
sitting on the floor together. "So, what are we watching?" 


Tubbo turned to Tommy, "Well, isn't it a tradition now to watch bad parodies of the Blade and 
the Angel when you're sick?" 


Tommy grimaced slightly, a pain in his side still throbbing from his recent encounter with the 
Blade, and an uneasy feeling in his stomach that the Angel had left him with after their 
discussion. "Yeah, but... I'm not sick." 


"Ha! Yeah right big man," and Tubbo bumped his arm against Tommy as he laughed. 
"Anyway, so we're watching Halo and the Knife: The Rescue of New York?" 


Wilbur groaned from behind them. "Boring! Why can't we watch Imitation Eagle?" 


Tubbo deadpanned. "Just because you like Mockingbird-" 


"I'm happy with Halo and the Knife!" Ranboo interrupted. 


Tommy frowned, "Excuse me, when did we decide we're watching a movie anyway?" 


"When Puffy called me to tell me you went home sick and we decided you could use some 
company," Wilbur answered smugly. "And so you're going to enjoy our company whether 
you like it or not." 


Tommy groaned, "Arghh, okay, just let me go to the toilet first." He stood up as Tubbo 
promised not to start the movie yet and as Wilbur started a pillow fight with Ranboo. 


He strode down the hallway and then snuck into his bedroom, closing the door behind him. 
Fundy was there, lying on his bed, staring at the ceiling as though it was the most interesting 
thing in the world. "Do you," Tommy started, speaking in a whisper. "Do you want to meet 
them? Because I'll keep them from seeing you if you want." 


Fundy turned to him, his face blank. "Not yet." 


Tommy nodded, understanding. "When you're ready to." 


Before Tommy could open the door, Fundy spoke again. "Do you think I could ever be like 
that? Do you think we can ever be like that?" 


"Like what?" Tommy turned his head to the side. He knew the answer, but Fundy needed to 
say it. 


Fundy shrugged, "Like them. Normal teenagers. Their only cares are what movie they're 
going to watch." 


Tommy stared at him for a while and Fundy stared back. They came to an understanding. 


One day. 


Chapter End Notes 


Is this the start to regular updates from me?! 
No, probably not haha 


Anyway, Merry Christmas to those that celebrate it! If I was smart I would've lined up 
the Christmas chapter with actual Christmas but, oh well! 


There's a little spoiler to what's to come anyway. 


Hope you enjoy! 


Christmas Shopping with Looming Danger! 
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Ranboo intrigued Tommy. 


The four of them; Tommy, Wilbur, Tubbo and Ranboo, were still in the living room, already 
on to the third instalment of the Halo and the Knife movies. Wilbur had fallen asleep on the 
couch, arm draped over Tubbo who had moved there after Ranboo had foolishly given up his 
seat to go to the toilet. 


Now, Ranboo and Tommy were sitting at Tommy’s kitchen bench, drinking the hot chocolate 
Wilbur had brought over. 


Tommy glanced at Ranboo, “So, how long have you known the Minecrafts?” 


Ranboo had pulled his mask up slightly so that only his mouth was uncovered, so that he 
could sip the hot chocolate. The number one reason why Ranboo intrigued Tommy; his face 
was almost completely covered by a mask and sunglasses. He tilted his head to the side for a 
moment, most likely calculating how long it had been. “I was... 12? I think?” He turned 
towards Tommy. “My memory is a little fuzzy. We’ve assumed I’m 16 or 17 years old but we 
don’t actually know.” 


"You don't know your age?" Tommy hadn’t meant for the question to come out so mean, he, 
after all, also didn't know his exact age. He only ever knew because graduation was when you 
were twelve, and the instructors made them count down for it to highlight how little time they 
had left to be the best of the class, how little time they had left before they died. 


He was glad when Ranboo didn't take offence to the question. "Yeah, it's a funny story." 
Ranboo took another sip of his drink. "So, Techno found me one day stumbling around while 
he was on a..." he paused. "When he was on a business trip. He was in Russia and there I 
was, in the freezing snow. Just a twelve-year-old boy with absolutely no memory." 


Tommy stilled. Russia. A twelve-year-old boy with absolutely no memory in Russia. 


"And why is it that you cover your face?" Tommy asked, nonchalant. 


Ranboo tightened. "Although this world is full of hybrids, there's something about me that 
unsettles people." He explained. "I don't know what it is, I don't even know who I am. That 
and..." the trailed off, his eyes looking over at Wilbur and Tubbo where they slept soundly. 
"There's something in my past, something that makes me want to cover up," he shook his 
head. "No, want is the wrong word. More like, makes me feel I have to ." 


He shrugged his shoulders, almost as if he were saying 'What can you do?' to the fact that he 
had no memory of anything before twelve years old. 


"I'm sorry," Tommy finally said. "That must be hard." 


Ranboo tilted his head, "It's not really. I like it here, I like my friends." He gestures to the 
boys on the couch. "Do I want to know more about where I came from? Of course. But at the 
end of the day, I have all I'll ever need here. This is my family." 


Tommy didn't want to jump to conclusions. Find out all the facts before acting , 404 would 
say. Don't act like an impulsive, head-strong, foolish superhero. You are a Wolf. You hunt. You 
are cold, and you are practical. Find out all the facts. 


But... could it be? 


Russia. 


Twelve-years-old. 


No memory. 


Tommy looked at Ranboo and saw the way his shoulders tensed at the smallest of sounds, 
saw the way his gaze slowly took in his surroundings. His slow and deliberate movements. 


There was no way, right? 


Russia. 


Twelve-years-old. 


No memory. 


That couldn't be a coincidence. 


Instead of voicing these thoughts, keep your information close to your chest, Tommy 
responded, "Wow. You guys must be close." 


Ranboo smiled, "Yeah, they're like my brothers. And Phil is our weird, cool dad." 


They laughed but it was slightly strained in the same way. Tommy grimaced as memories of 
Observance Lessons came back to him; lessons on how to recreate the same emotions the 
Room had stamped out of them. 


That couldn't be a coincidence. 


Tommy didn't sleep that night; he felt weird about sleeping with other people potentially 
watching him. Instead, he watched over the boys, Wilbur and Tubbo still somehow clinging 
to the couch even in sleep, and poor Ranboo curled up beneath them on the floor, some 
pillows and a blanket used to cushion his body. 


When Ranboo asked about Tommy's bedroom, Tommy simply said his bedroom was way too 
messy for anyone to sleep in, claiming "I had no idea you were coming over, I had no time to 
prepare!" Never mind the fact that Tommy couldn't create a messy room if he tried to, years 
of the Room drilling cleanliness into his mind causing him to keep an almost too perfectly 
clean bedroom. 


Tommy stayed sitting at the kitchen table, the TV now playing reruns of other superhero 
shows in the background. He had some... interesting developments to consider. 


If Ranboo was from the Room (which was still a huge leap considering what he knew, but it 
was plausible) then that means the Minecrafts might have run into an agent. 


Surely they wouldn't mess around with that, his mind rationalized. Even if they could. This is 
a deadly agency, after all, if they had known about the Room they would be dead by now. 


Something here isn't adding up. 


"Tommy, why don't you have any Christmas decorations up yet?" 


The boy looked up from where he had been gazing towards the morning sun rays coming 
through the windows, Tubbo's face inches away from him. He took another bite of his toast. 
"Christmas decorations?" 


Wilbur snorted, "Have you not noticed how every single store in Esempee has decorations 
up? It's less than three weeks away from Christmas.” 


They all looked around Tommy's house, which was embarrassingly bare of any festive decor. 


Tommy, indignant at having missed this vital part of human life, huffed, "Well, you didn't 
have any decorations up last time I came to your house!" 


Wilbur rolled his eyes as he grabbed a piece of toast for himself. "That's because Techno has 
a stupid rule about no Christmas decorations before December starts, and you haven't been to 
our house since December started." 


"You couldn't have put decorations up since the few days I haven't been there," Tommy 
remarks, while Wilbur only laughs. 


"Phil is pretty passionate about Christmas, and so we always have decorations up by 
December Ist," He elaborates. 


Tommy narrows his eyes, "So? It's only December 3rd now. You can't expect me to have 
them up already." He takes another bite of his toast to avoid saying anything more. 


This tactic doesn't quite work, however, as all three of his companions take another look 
around the house and then back at Tommy in concern. "Tommy," Ranboo starts, hesitant. "Do 
you even have decorations?" 


"Yeah," Tommy shrugs, the lie coming easily to his tongue. "Of course I do." 


Wilbur, however, wasn't convinced. "Didn't you only move here in July?" 


"What of it?" 


"You wouldn't have had time to get decorations," Wilbur finishes, his head tilted and his 
smile crooked. "Tommy, it's okay to not have decorations, especially when you're new here." 


Tommy grumbled, "I mean it's not that big of a deal." 


"That's it!" Tubbo announced, grabbing Tommy's hand and pulling him away from the 
kitchen bench. "We're going Christmas decoration shopping!" 


"I don't need Christmas decorations," Tommy rolled his eyes but allowed Tubbo to drag him 
around the apartment. 


Ranboo stopped Tommy abruptly, taking him from Tubbo's grasp, holding him still. "Of 
course, you need Christmas decorations," He said, completely serious. "They are an essential 
part of life." 


Wilbur laughed at the scene and stood up, helping Tubbo and Ranboo push Tommy out the 
door. "Yeah, we're getting you Christmas decorations." 


"Okay, okay, geez guys," Tommy wriggled out of their hold, waving his arms up in surrender. 
"Fine, I'll go. Just let me get ready, yeah?" 


The three boys mumbled and rolled their eyes, but continued out the door and allowed 
Tommy his time to sort things out. 


Namely, the ex-agent staying in his bedroom. 


Tommy opened the door to see Fundy lying on the floor, bored. He sighed as the boy sat up 
immediately. "I'm going out," he said as Fundy continued to stare at him. 


"Okay," the other replied, shrugging his shoulders. 


Nodding his head out into the rest of the apartment, Tommy added, "You know, you don't 
have to be confined to just this room. You aren't a prisoner." 


Fundy didn't outwardly react, but Tommy could tell the way his mind was considering the 
statement. "Maybe," he responded, shrugging his shoulders. "I haven't had much choice to do 
whatever I want." 


"You'll learn," Tommy assured, turning around to the hallway cupboard where he had hidden 
his gun and knife deep within the drawers. 


As he was checking them over and then placing them out of sight on his person, his knife in 
his book and his gun in a holster beneath his jacket, Fundy asked in a small voice, "How do 
you know?" 


Tommy paused and breathed in deeply, before turning back around to the boy. "Because I 
did." And then he walked back down the hallway and grabbed his keys and coat before 
joining the others outside of the apartment. 


"So, where are we going exactly?" Tommy asked as they walked into the elevator. 


Tubbo replied, "Prime Path Mall,” as if it was an everyday convenience store. 


"Prime Path Mall?" Tommy asked, making sure he had heard the boy the first time. "Isn't 
that, like, the biggest shopping mall in Esempee? Why would we go there? Also, it's way too 
far to walk to." 


"Says the boy who walked from District 4 to District 1," Wilbur pointed out. 


Tommy mumbled, "All I'm saying is, you District 1 folks probably aren't used to walking 
everywhere." 


"Oh, we aren't walking," as the elevator doors opened Wilbur held up a pair of car keys, 
winking at the boys. "Let's go." 


During the long drive from his place and then the walk from their car to Prime Path Mall, 
Tommy realised he had severely underestimated how passionate Wilbur, Tubbo and Ranboo 
were about Christmas. 


"Okay, so the first thing we need to get you is a tree," Tubbo commented, stopping to look 
into each shop window. "That's just an absolute must. If we get nothing else, we need to get 
you a tree." 


"What's the point of all this?" Tommy groaned as Tubbo continued to pull him along by his 
arm. "Like why is there a tree?" 


Wilbur shrugged, smiling softly at the boys. "Tradition, I guess." 


Tommy continued to groan and grumble as Tubbo excitedly talked about other things he 
would need to get. "OH! And we can get them all from this store here!" 


Tubbo dragged Tommy through the doors of a department store decked out in Christmas 
decor, Wilbur and Ranboo following closely behind at a leisurely pace. 


Tommy had to admit, the store was impressive. 


Christmas trees of all different sizes lined the entrance, some real, some not. They also came 
in different colours; white, green, even black and a few blue ones. Beyond the trees, rows and 
rows of Christmas decorations filled shelves twelve feet tall, fading off into the back of the 
store. Wreaths and tinsel were hanging from the ceiling as a train on a single track made its 
way around the entire store. The whole place was warm, both literally and figuratively. 


Tommy was never one for tradition, or celebration, or wonder, but if he was... He might've 
been taken back by the sheer beauty of it all. 


"So, the trees," Tubbo started, dragging Tommy from where he was still admiring - no- 
observing the store. "You can have a big one if you want, but I believe that less is more, you 
know?" The boy was reading the descriptions of the trees at lightning speed. "I reckon a 5' to 
6' tree would serve you well, you could even go smaller if you wanted but then you run the 
risk of having too little tree, you know?" 


He smiled at the other boy's antics, allowing himself to be dragged along the aisles. "Tubbo, 
you are the expert here. Whatever you think is good, I'll go with that." 


Tubbo stopped in his tracks and turned back to Tommy, his eyes wide in fear. "That is too 
much responsibility, big man." 


Tommy rolled his eyes as Tubbo dragged him along anyway, pointing out things that were 
essential to commit to the Christmas Spirit. 


"Tubbo, let's talk about how I'm going to pay for this," Tommy muttered as he checked the 
price tag on one of the trees. "$100 just for a tree? Why can't I just get a house plant instead?" 
Wilbur and Tubbo shared a look across him and Tommy frowned in irritation. "Alright, what 
are you planning now?" 


Wilbur placed a hand on Tommy's shoulder, grinning, "Don't worry about paying for it, just 
enjoy yourself." 


Tommy frowned, "No but, I am not going to be enjoying myself when I'm worrying about 
having to pay rent." 


"You won't be paying for it, Tommy," Wilbur said, shaking the boy slightly. "It's our shout." 


He blinked a few times, his frown deepening. "What?" 


Tubbo wiggled excitedly, "Tommy, we'll pay for the decorations." 


Tommy continued staring at them, words still not processing even as Wilbur and Tubbo 
nodded their heads in confirmation. "Why?" 


"Because," Wilbur shrugged. "We want you to be happy during these holidays. It's no big 
deal." 


No big deal. 


Tommy had never gotten what he wanted in life, had never been given kindness so freely 
placed upon him. As a child he was forced and moulded and beaten into a perfect soldier; 
never crying, never whining. He did his duties without complaint and in return, he was 
allowed to live. When he escaped, when he finally broke free from their chains and started a 
brand new life, it was through hardship. Living paycheck to paycheck, working two jobs, 
barely making rent while feeding himself. And then, at night time, he had taken it upon 
himself to be the protector of District 4. Sure, he had found companionship with Puffy, and 
then with Tubbo and somehow now with Wilbur. But... Why would someone do anything 
this nice to him? Why would they do this? Did they want something from him? 


And yet, the way Tubbo and Wilbur were looking at him, with nothing but warmth, proved 
otherwise. 


Tommy looked down. He was embarrassed . Since when did he get embarrassed? 


"Uhh," he said, intelligently. "Thanks, uh, thanks. That's like..." 


Tubbo pulled his arm along, cutting off his sentence. "Come on man! Let's get to it." 


As he was dragged backwards he saw Wilbur and Ranboo smiling at his expense. 'Assholes', 
he mouthed to them as they started following the two of them. 


And so the four of them spent most of the day in that store, teaching Tommy about the 
wonderful world of consumerism. 


As Tubbo rattled on about Christmas and decorations and what-not, he tried to keep his 
attention on the boy. He did try to. 


But every time he got comfortable or relaxed, every time he let his guard down, that was 
when the hair on the back of his neck would stand up. A tingling sensation would run down 
his spine. Something didn't feel right. Tommy was taught to listen to his instincts, trust his 
senses, and follow his gut. It was what saved him in the end. It was almost as easy as 
breathing. 


He turned around at one intense moment as his senses almost lit on fire, but he only caught 
the sight of busy crowds milling about the store. No sign of anything suspicious. 


That didn't give him much peace. Whatever was going to happen, it wasn't going to be good. 


Wilbur interrupted his thoughts, "We should go to my place for dinner before going back to 
yours, it isn't too far away." 


The other two nodded in agreement, but Tommy could only focus on the feeling of dread 
sitting in his stomach. 


They had all jumped back into Wilbur's car, his boot full to the brim with a six-foot 
Christmas tree, tinsel, ornaments and many other decorations, and made their way back to the 
Minecraft's house. 


When they arrived, Techno and Phil were there, having already been made aware of the extra 
mouths, and were preparing more food than Tommy had ever seen in his life. Outside of 
missions, of course, where certain luxuries were allowed to keep up identities and pretences. 


Wilbur wasn't lying when he said Phil was passionate about Christmas. It looked like Santa 
had gone and spewed all over the living area, wreaths and tinsel touched every surface while 
all the pillows and rugs had been replaced by Christmas themed ones on the couch. There 
were even little elf heads poking around each corner, and in the corner of the room, right next 
to the TV, was a grand white Christmas tree that almost touched the eight-foot-tall ceiling. In 
the kitchen, the white refrigerator had been decorated to look like a snowman, and there were 
Christmas scented candles lit on almost every table. 


“Hello!” Phil chirped, actually chirped, and Tommy’s head shot up. An avian? Phil 
continued, “What do you think?” he gestured around the house. 


Tommy smiled, and it was almost genuine. “It's amazing.” 


If the others had noticed his strange behaviour, they didn't comment. Wilbur, Ranboo and 
Tubbo made their way over to the dining table as Techno and Phil served. 


Although, as Tommy sat down with them, he couldn't help but feel uneasy. A small feeling in 
the back of his stomach, almost like someone was watching him... 


But the feeling dissipated as dinner started. 


Tommy had been surprised at Techno cooking; the man didn't seem the type to take to 
hospitality, but he vaguely remembered Wilbur talking about potatoes and, sure enough, 
Techno plonked down a steaming dish full of baked potatoes. 


The conversation was easy as they ate dinner, no person left out as they exchanged witty 
banter and laughs. 


“So,” Phil started, staring at Tommy. “I heard you went Christmas shopping today!” 


Tommy bit into a potato and swallowed, surprised at how good it was, before answering. “Oh 
yeah, you know, we bought a few things.” 


Phil nodded, and Tommy had the feeling he wasn't just doing it to be polite. It's almost as if 
he cared about what the boy had to say. “And what are you doing on Christmas?” 


Tommy blinked a few times. “Nothing.” 


The entire table came to a stand-still, each of them staring at Tommy as if he had just 
committed treason. “What?” Wilbur asked, his eyes flashing violently. 


The youngest boy curled his hands up underneath the table, his senses overwhelmed. “What 
do you mean ‘what?’. I'm not doing anything.” 


“Mate,” Phil crooned softly. “You have to do something for Christmas. Be with someone. 
Family, friends?” 


He shrugged, staring down at his plate. 


“That’s it!” Phil burst out, slamming his fork down on the table. “You're spending Christmas 
with us!” 


There was a sound of agreement around the table as Tommy looked at them, confused. He 
seemed to be confused a lot recently. “What?” 


Wilbur chuckled softly, but there was a pain behind the sound. “Only if you want to, 
Tommy.” 


Tommy frowned, his heart aching in such a painful yet positive way as his face heated up. If 
Tommy could even cry, he imagined this is what it felt like. “Of course I want to.” 


“Then it's settled!” Tubbo exclaimed, smiling over at him as if this was the greatest day of his 
life. “Now, you have to get us presents, boss man.” 


Presents? Tommy felt a panic envelop him, but outwardly he just laughed along with the 
crowd, going back to his dinner. What do I even get? Where do I get them? 


“Thank you,” he said eventually in response to Phil’s offer. “I'd love to.” 


Phil looked like he was about to respond, but at that moment his phone rang. He checked the 
name on the front and grimaced, “Sorry, I have to take this,” and then excused himself from 
the table. 


Now, Tommy’s eyesight was incredible. It had been honed through years of genetic 
modification and training. And he was sure that the name that came up when Phil’s phone 
rang spelled “Committee”. 


There were too many coincidences today. 


Don't act without proof. Wait, little spider. Dream’s voice echoed around his head. 


Phil came back after a while and turned to Tubbo, “I need to talk with you.” The boy looked 
surprised but nodded and followed Phil up the stairs into the second story. 


Tommy narrowed his eyes, but the conversation continued around him so he joined back in. 
Dont make a scene, dont reveal what you know. Keep it close to your chest. 


Eventually, Phil came back. Tubbo didn’t. 


“He’s just doing something for work,” Phil answered, and the way it was phrased and the 
way all the other people around the table reacted to the words, Tommy knew it was code for 
something. “He won’t be out for a while.” 


The others nodded their heads and Ranboo spoke up, “Does he need any help?” 


Phil shook his head, “No.” 


Dinner finished and Tommy offered to help wash up. The Room had instilled manners in 
them after all and had beaten manners into them. It was him and Techno together while the 
other three huddled up on the couch and put on a cheesy Christmas movie for all of them to 
watch. 


Tommy and Techno stood in silence for a while before the younger boy cleared his throat. 
“So,” he turned to Techno. “Who gets that disgusting drink; you or Wilbur?” 


Techno stopped, his towel falling limp from where he had been drying a plate. He smirked, 
“Who do you think? It’s Wilbur, obviously.” 


“Yeah, see the thing is, I don’t believe you.” 


Tommy grinned as Techno sputtered, trying desperately to save his reputation. “No, it’s not 
me, of course not, what are you- seriously look at Wilbur! It’s Wilbur’s drink!” 


The two fell back into an easy silence, the sound of the TV providing white noise. 


But then, Techno had to ruin the peace. 


“Wilbur told me you know how to use a gun.” 


Tommy’s eyes flashed upwards dangerously, his back turned to Techno. He straightened 
slightly before cocking his head and relaxing his movements. “Yeah, most people in District 
4 do.” 


“Yeah,” Techno responded. “Somehow I kinda doubt that.” 


He could feel the older man’s stare on his back, but still, he refused to turn around. He had 
faced tougher than Techno and won. Techno couldn’t intimidate him. “Well, maybe not most. 
But certainly, it’s needed in the community.” 


Techno exhaled slowly, “I just want to make sure -“ 


Before Techno could finish Tommy turned around, his face blank as he stared at the man. 
“T’m not a threat to your family, Techno.” 


The two stared down at each other, waiting for the other person to break. Neither did. Techno 
spoke again, “How can I trust you?” 


Tommy shrugged, “How can I trust you?” He finally broke eye contact, but he hadn't lost. 
“I’m not a threat to your family,” he looked back up. “I give you my word.” 


“And what does your word mean?” 


“A lot.” 


There was another long silence between the two of them as they came to an understanding. 
Techno nodded his head finally. “Alright.” 


Ranboo came striding over, unaware of the tension between the two men. “Tommy, Phil said 
we could go annoy Tubbo now, so let's go!” 


He pulled Tommy out of the kitchen (Tommy seemed to be getting pulled a lot nowadays) 
and upwards into the second floor. 


Tommy allowed himself a good look at the upstairs of the house, as it was the first time he 
had seen it. There was a singular hallway that led to five rooms, and there was another, 
smaller living room with a secondary bathroom. On the walls again were photos of Wilbur 
and Techno, and even some of Tubbo and Ranboo joined in. Even fewer had Phil in the frame 
with them, Wilbur or Ranboo’s hand stretched out to take the selfie. 


There was one photo, at the end of the hallway, which pictured Techno and Wilbur when they 
were much younger, and with them a small boy, James. The missing child. 


Ranboo turned into one of the rooms, knocking on the door gently. “Tubbo,” he called out. 
“Can we come in?” 


There was a scuffle, a yell, and then finally a “come in!” from the boy. 


Tommy entered the room, trying to shake off the feeling that someone was watching him. 


Unbeknownst to the occupants of the house, a figure stood on a roof looking in. 


She watched as the target passed through the window, her face blank and head tilted. The 
target sat in front of his computer, images of agents in black open on the screen, and opened 
files marked by the United States Government. From there, the target opened files marked by 
the Russian Government, deeply encrypted and classified. He was getting close... Too close. 


The sun was just setting over the sky, rays of golden beams stretching out across the horizon 
and coming to land on her face. The exposed part of her cheek glowed with warmth while her 
eyes held none; they held only coldness. 


Just then, the target's accomplices walked into the room, one with black and white hair and 
the other... yes. The Wolf Spider. 


She took a step backwards and blended back into the shadows. 


Soon. She would be patient. 


Because if there was one thing Black Widows were taught, it was to be patient. 
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Tommy didn't understand human traditions and idiosyncrasies. Sure, the Christmas 
decorations around his apartment did make the place feel more homely, but Tommy didn't 
need to feel comfortable. If anything, the sight of the Christmas tree and the space beneath it 
only filled him with stress. 


Presents? Tommy thought, looking to the empty space with contempt. J somehow obtain 
friends and now I'm under some moral obligation to buy them presents? 


Fundy walked into the room, wearing the new clothes Tommy had bought him, looking 
nothing like the agent that he had shoved into the room at gunpoint over a week ago. He 
looked at Tommy with confusion. "Do you have a personal grudge against the Christmas tree 
or something?" He asked. 


"I have to buy presents," Tommy responded, keeping his eyes on the space as if it was one of 
his targets. "Why do friends come with so much responsibility?" 


The other boy scoffed, "How would I know? Do I look like I have friends?" 


Tommy hummed, tearing his eyes away from the Christmas tree. His eyes widened a fraction, 
"You're wearing the clothes I got you." 


Fundy blinked, "Yeah." 


"You're wearing the clothes I got you," Tommy smiled smugly. 


"Don't make a big deal of it," Fundy mumbled and turned away, stalking back down the hall. 


Tommy continued smirking, and a genuine smile even made its way onto his lips. 


Over the past few days since Tommy had allowed Fundy free reign of the house, the boy had 
begun to become more and more comfortable simply walking into and out of rooms freely. 
Tommy, wanting his bedroom back, had allowed Fundy to continue using his room for 
wardrobe purposes (although he had to get changed in the bathroom), but had kicked the boy 
into the living room to sleep on the couch. 


“I didn’t think I’d need a two-bedroom apartment,” he muttered to himself one day. “But here 
we are.” 


It was difficult for both of them to get used to each other’s presence in the apartment, 
especially as Tommy had spent five months living alone. There were many close calls when 
both of them had either held a knife up to each other's throats, a gun to each other's heads or 
had placed their hands around each other's necks. It was an intense few days for the two 
former agents. 


But now things were getting easier. They no longer tensed up as one of them entered the 
room. They no longer reached for their weapons when the shower turned on, or the tap turned 
on, or the fridge door opened. Fundy had almost finally settled into his new routine... 


Almost. 


There were a few habits the two of them just couldn't shake, no matter how hard they tried. 
Fundy still slept with his hands cuffed to the couch frame. Neither of them ate breakfast until 
they had worked out in some way, and so the two of them had taken to jogging in the 
morning together. 


They even turned it into a race most days, a race that Fundy almost always won. 


"Cheater," Tommy panted after one of these competitions. "You have a biological advantage." 


Fundy snorted, "That's not the attitude of a Wolf Spider." 


Tommy wasn't proud of Fundy, no, definitely not. He wasn't proud of the fact that Fundy had 
started to become more comfortable around him. He wasn’t proud of the fact that Fundy had 
started to gain some normalcy. He wasn’t proud of the fact that Fundy was wearing the 
clothes he had bought him. 


Nope. Not proud at all. 


He had, though, been trying desperately to get Fundy to introduce himself to the gang. 


“Please Fundy? It'll solve so many issues. I won’t have to lie about you anymore, and I won’t 
have to pretend my room is messy when it isn’t, and also you could finally get out of the 
house and do something with your life. Rent doesn’t pay itself.” 


Fundy had only shouted obscenities at him in Greek. 


Tommy had to admit, it was nice to be able to speak different languages with someone again. 


Sure, he had kept up doing his accents while out on the town as Theseus, but it was entirely 
different speaking the language. It almost didn’t seem to matter that he had only learned the 


languages through torture and brainwashing, it was still nice to speak something other than 
English for once and have people understand. 


It did come with its downsides, however. 


One shift at L’ Manberg, after a tough night dealing with a gang of human traffickers, and 
dealing with the constant nightmares that had been triggered by the situation, Tommy had 
accidentally slipped and started asking Tubbo about where to put the new stock, all while 
speaking in Portuguese. 


It had taken multiple reassurances that Tommy had learned Portuguese in school and had kept 
it up afterwards to hold off Tubbo’s frenzied questions. 


He had to make sure there wouldn’t be any other slip-ups. 


Tommy kept up with nagging Fundy, one morning when the both of them had sat down for 
breakfast. “Can I at least tell them about you? We’ll tell them the ‘cousin’ cover story. You 
don’t have to meet them, but just so I can have them over and tell them about the situation 

without it being awkward for everyone.” 


Fundy considered it for a moment, most probably thinking over all the pros and cons of the 
option. Finally, he shrugged, “I suppose so.” And Tommy smiled. “But I’m still keeping to 
myself!” 


“And getting a job.” Tommy narrowed his eyes. 


Fundy huffed, his ears turning down and almost disappearing into his hair. “And getting a 
job.” 


Tommy’s smile faded as he remembered something, the tingling feeling on the back of his 
neck and the pit within his stomach. "Fundy," the boy looked over to him, guarded. Tommy 
pressed on. "You never told me what you did to get sent on this suicide mission?" 


Fundy paused, his lips parted almost as if he was going to reply, but then they shut again. 


"I ask," Tommy pressed, his face neutral. "Because for the last few weeks I've felt a presence 
around me like someone was watching me. I've never engaged or tried to seek out the stalker 
but I feel they are getting restless." Fundy tightened his jaw. Tommy blinked. "Fundy, 
please." 


The younger boy turned away from Tommy and tilted his head. "I don't know much," he 
revealed after a while. "I was sent on the mission five months after you left, they weren't in a 
hurry to retrieve you." Then he paused. "I don't think they even wanted to retrieve you. 
Because I remembered you.” 


Tommy’s eyes scrunched up. “Why would that make a difference?” 


Fundy tilted his head, a far off look in his eyes. “I have a running theory that defectors are 
wiped from our memory, it would explain gaps in my memory." 


"Wiped?" Tommy would be lying if he said he wasn't surprised, but kept the shock from 
bleeding too much into his voice. 


“Yeah,” Fundy continued. “We know they wiped our memory after some missions and some 
other instances. We know that because sometimes we’d wake up and a whole month would 
have gone by." His eyes gained an intense glare. "But I suspect they were wiping people 
away from us too.” 


Tommy didn’t want to believe him. After all, wiping whole memories wasn’t too hard, but 
entire people? And then fix it so that they weren’t even aware that they had been wiped? It 
sounded too evil, even for the Room. 


But then he remembered blinks and flashes; a girl with bright red hair, a boy taller than him, 
teleporting around the room, little bits and pieces that came back to him at rushing speed. 


“So,” Tommy started. “They didn’t wipe me?” 


Fundy shook his head. “No, and I don’t know why. And, also, we were just told you went on 
a mission. None of us believed them because they were being shady about it. And then, when 
I was given my assignment, I found out the truth. I don’t think they are after you. They sent 
me on a suicide mission. They wanted me to die. They don’t want you.” 


Then who do they want? 


Wilbur leaned over Tubbo's shoulder, his eyebrows scrunched up in concentration. "So, 
there's a secret organisation of super-soldiers based in Russia, who are insanely powerful, 
strong, and are basically one-man armies. And there are dozens of them, possibly close to a 
hundred." His voice was laced with confusion and terror, even as he watched the video again. 


"You hit it right on the nose," Tubbo replied, but his attention was on the second screen next 
to him, which was analysing each frame of the video playing again for Wilbur. "And this is 
further proof of an organisation as a whole. It's not just a coincidence." 


Techno and Ranboo, at that moment, walked into his room, Phil trailing behind them. 
"Okay," Phil said. "Start from the beginning Tubbo." 


Tubbo nodded gravely. "After I found footage of others wearing the same suit as our Theseus, 
I'll admit I got a little curious. And after the green light from the Committee to push into this, 
I discovered this video." 


He pressed play; it was a security tape dated two years ago. 


A girl stood in the alleyway, perfectly still and almost relaxed. Her hood covered the top of 
her head and her mask covered her face; the only thing they could see clearly was her 
caramel skin and dark eyes. 


She stood staring at the wall in front of her, seemingly unaware of four men stalking right 
towards her, each with a baton flickering with electricity. 


"Hey, pretty girl," one of them said, a smug smile on his face as he watched her like prey. 
"You really don't want to mess with us. You might've been able to take out that guard, but 
we're much tougher." 


She tilted her head and turned around so that the camera no longer showed her face. On her 
back, two of her own batons crossed over each other. "Do not underestimate me," she replied 
in a Russian accent. Even though the grainy audio of the footage, her voice sounded young 
and high-pitched. 


Two of the men laughed, "You can tell your little "Room" that we aren't scared of a little 
girl," One of them mocked. "If they were serious about stopping us, they should have sent 
someone a bit older." 


"And maybe a bit more masculine," the other added. 


The other two in front of the idiots raised their batons, readying for a fight. 


They didn't get a chance to start, however, as the girl lunged forward and pulled out a knife, 
slashing the two men at the front across the chest and then through the neck in two clean 
swipes. In the confusion, the two men who had laughed stepped backwards, horror seeping 
into their gaze. She stared at them for a moment, almost egging them on, and as they raised 
their batons she dropped her knife and grabbed the two batons on her back, intercepting their 
strikes and disarming them of their weapon. She returned the batons to her back and grabbed 
the two handguns resting on her thighs. She pulled the trigger of each one twice, the bullets 
landing directly between the men's eyes. 


Once she was sure that the men were dead, she picked up her knife, turned, and scaled the 
wall behind her, disappearing out of the camera's vision. 


Then the video cut into static. 


Tubbo turned around to the four men standing around him. "Is it just me," he started, "or was 
she, like, insanely badass?" 


Wilbur smirked, "Maybe this is why Theseus was able to so completely beat your ass, 
Techno." 


"Hey!" Techno grumbled, clenching his fists. "He pummeled you!" 


While the brothers fought behind them, Phil hadn't taken his eyes off the computer screen. 
"How old do you think she was?" His voice was soft but angry. 


Wilbur and Techno halted. All of them turned back to the computer, considering the question. 
Wilbur, instead of replying, said, "She sounded really young." 


"Do you think she's older than us?" Ranboo asked, looking around wildly. "Like, Tubbo and 
p” 


Techno shook his head, "No, I don't think she was." 


"So, some organisation potentially has been recruiting child soldiers." Phil's eyes hardened. 
"Sounds like they need an ass-whooping." He turned to Ranboo, "Your last mission was in 
Russia, wasn't it? Did you come across any of this?" 


Ranboo shook his head, "No, I was only going to deal with some weapons smuggling but..." 
He stopped. "No, wait, yes. Yes. The person I took in, he said..." His eyebrows sunk below 
his sunglasses. "He said something about a room? A room sending soldiers to protect him." 


Suddenly, his knees buckled underneath him. Wilbur, being the closest to him, grabbed him 
just before he hit the floor. "A memory?" He asked, lowering him down slowly. 


The boy shook his head, before nodding, and then shaking again. "No, I don't know. 
Something is there but it's so hazy, I can't..." 


"It's okay mate," Phil reassured. "Don't push it." He turned back to Tubbo. "Does the 
Committee want you to keep pushing into this?" 


Tubbo nodded, "Yeah, we're looking at potential human trafficking and assassinations, as 
well as child exploitation." 


Techno snorted, "Someone's got their hands full." 


"Be careful, Tubbo," Phil asked, his eyes intense as he continued staring at the computer. "If 
they're as good as we think they are, you need to be careful." 


Achilles sat and waited. 


He knew this highway, had studied it for the past few days. He knew where it came from and 
where it was going. He knew the regular cars and their numbers and who was in them and 
how much time he had to complete his mission. 


There were no cameras here. Not anymore. And maintenance wouldn't come for another 
week. 


The rain pelted around him as he waited on his motorbike, parked off on the side of the road. 
He checked his watch again. One more minute. 


A car flew by, lights reflecting off the wet road, splashing more water over Achilles. He didn't 
mind it. It would help him. 


Finally, Achilles could see bright yellow headlights rounding the corner, and knew 
immediately this was the car he was looking for. 


He jumped off his bike, run towards the middle of the road and just barely missed being hit by 
the car, throwing his bag behind him to create a loud "thud" from when it bounced off the 
front of the car. 


Achilles broke his fall by rolling into a ball, his shoulder hitting the wet grass and mud on the 
side of the road. Then, he lengthened himself out and groaned in pain, looking every bit the 
victim of a car crash. 


The vehicle squealed as the man slammed his foot on the brake, the car rolling into the ditch 
next to where Achilles had landed. The man swore as he got out of the car, the door almost 
crushing from the force of his slam. "Are you okay, kid?" 


Achilles groaned once more, curling in on himself. The man eventually reached him, tearing 
at his hair as he bent over the 'victim'. "I gotta call, I gotta call someone, police, oh crap kid, 
how bad are you, fu-" 


The man had reached his hand to Achilles, which gave the soldier the perfect opportunity. 
Quicker than the lightning striking around them, Achilles grabbed the man's hand and forced 
a knife into them, his gloved hands then guiding the man's own towards his stomach. Before 
the man could react, he was leaning over himself as Achilles pushed the knife in harder, and 
then tore it sideways through the torso. 


Paralysed with fear and pain, the man collapsed with his hands still wrapped around the 
knife, his eyes growing dimmer and dimmer, his mouth gasping and gargling for help. 


Achilles stood, ignoring the pain in his shoulder, and turned towards the car; an expensive 
piece of work with silver detailing. The car was unlocked, and so Achilles simply opened the 
door and rummaged around inside for a pen and paper. He quickly found a notebook with 
extensive research within it, all pointing towards discovering the Red Room. He couldn't have 
that. 


After analysing the handwriting, Achilles got to work forging a note; a suicide note. Then, he 
ripped the pages with any knowledge of the Room out of the book and left the final page on 
the seat of the car. 


The rain continued around him, wiping away his footprints and any trace of him being there. 


He hopped back onto his bike and sped off the other way, not a car to be seen on the road. 


Tubbo and Tommy were walking down Prime Path, having just finished a shift together. The 
air was cold and Tommy could feel the bitter wind that came just before the first fall of 
snow. 


He had been dragged out of L'Manberg by the smaller boy without warning. When they 
finally got onto the bus and caught their breaths, Tommy glared at Tubbo. "What the hell was 
that for? I wanted to go home." 


Tubbo smiled shyly, resting his head against the bus seat in front of him. "I know you've been 
stressed about buying us Christmas presents, so we're doing joint Christmas presents." He 
looked down, sadness pooling into his brown eyes. "I have a feeling doing all of this is a first 
for you." 


Tommy sat there, stunned. Never had someone done something so thoughtful for him. 
Initially, he was worried about how easily his anxiety had been picked up on by the boy, but 
that quickly faded as Tubbo m dragged him through the stores. 


Instead of just buying gifts on behalf of Tommy, Tubbo had explained what each person 
liked, what kind of gifts they had gotten in the past, and then had allowed Tommy some 
autonomy in the gifts they bought. He asked for Tommy's opinion on each present and had 
actually listened. It wasn't much, but to Tommy, who had never been given a choice, who had 
always done things out of self-preservation, it was freedom. 


And so, there they were, walking down Prime Path with hands full of bags containing more 
presents than Tommy had ever gotten himself for any celebration. That is if you counted 
being turned into a child soldier on his 12th birthday as a present. 


The other boy was ranting and raving about something, using his hands and causing the bags 
to rustle and crinkle in his grip. If Tommy was honest, however, he had only been pretending 
to listen. 


Because there it was again. 


That feeling that someone was watching him. 


"And then I told Wilbur, 'Maybe if you didn't put the cheese with the shoes then this wouldn't 
have happened,’ and - Tommy? Are you listening?" 


"Mmm?" Tommy turned back, smiling. "Yeah, yeah, you were talking about the Great Heist 
and something." 


Tubbo narrowed his eyes, "Are you okay?" 


Tommy's heart stopped. Who was this boy, that he could so easily read his emotions? Who 
was this boy, that he could see through all of Tommy's lies? And when had Tommy become 
so completely trusting of him? 


"Yeah," Tommy assured him, looking forward. "Of course. What about you though? You're 
looking a bit tired." 


Tubbo hums, "Yeah, a little bit. I've been staying up a bit for work." He looked around, 
almost as if he was afraid someone was listening. That makes two of us. "My other work, you 
know." 


"Yeah," Tommy replied. 


Tommy's suspicions of Tubbo's "other work" only grew as the boy dismissed all other 
concerning comments from Tommy. He could tell when someone was lying to him, and 
Tubbo was the worst liar he had ever seen. 


Coupled that with the looming presence he could still feel watching his every move... 


"Tubbo, are you living alone?" While Tommy never blamed Tubbo for not revealing a lot of 
information about himself (how could he? He wasn't a hypocrite) it was important now, now 
that Tommy was starting to piece together in his head just what the Minecraft's line of work 

was, and their potential for discovering the Room. 


"Well," Tubbo sounded out, his hand running through his hair. "Not technically?" His face 
fell. "My dad is often away on business, he hasn't been home for two weeks now. Most of the 
time I stay at the Minecraft's, but I feel..." he paused, and the two of them stopped to sit on a 
bench, the sun setting over the horizon. "I feel guilty for taking advantage of them and their 
hospitality, you know?" 


And there it was again. That feeling that someone was watching him. Or... watching them? 


Tommy grimaced, "I'm sure the Minecraft's don't think that way." 


"I know they don't, they always tell me that I'm not a burden but I still feel... weird you 
know?" Tubbo leaned back on the bench. "I was thinking of moving back into my own house 


tomorrow night." 


No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no,. 


Fear was a great motivator. Tommy had learned this in the room. His senses had been honed 
to perfection through the use of fear. 


If you don't complete this lesson, you will be punished. 


If you fail in any way, you will be punished. 


"Number 11, if you don't use your power on him, we will kill you." 


Fear was the perfect way to have them listen. To have them obey. To mould them into the 
perfect soldiers. 


His gut lurched at the thought of Tubbo living on his own, vulnerable and susceptible to all 
attacks. The back of Tommy's neck prickled, his sense of danger sending alarm after alarm. 


Of course, none of this showed on the outside. No, Tommy was a perfect soldier. His face 
remained neutral. 


"I'm sure the Minecraft's enjoy your company," he turned to Tubbo. "And Ranboo, especially. 
He's the only one that age there. He'd miss you if you left. You're not a burden." 


Tubbo nodded, "Yeah, you're right actually." 


"Yeah, of course, I am," Tommy scoffed. "I'm so smart and brilliant and amazing. You're 
lucky to be in my presence." 


The other boy shoved him, a light pressure, and laughed. "Yeah, Tommy, you're such a 
genius." 


There was that feeling, again. Tommy zoned out as Tubbo rattled on, and turned his head so 
slightly to look behind them. 


She was there, in the shadows. A dark green hoodie and black jeans, and those combat boots 
he knew all too well. Her hands were shoved into the hoodie pockets, where no doubt she 
was holding tight to a gun. The hoodie covered most of her blonde and pink hair, no doubt a 
recent fashion statement from a particular mission; one that she hadn't had time to colour 
back yet. That was why she wore the hood up; to draw less attention to herself. They were 
masters of it, all of them. 


But Black Widows were the best of them all. 


Underneath the shadow, he saw her grin, a dark and twisted smile, and then she turned around 
and stalked back to the shadows. 


Tommy turned back to Tubbo, who was talking animatedly about his latest obsession, trying 
desperately to focus on the conversation. 


Because that was a sign. 


A warning. 


A threat. 


Do not interfere. 


She wasn't after him at all. 


"And, of course, Techno is all "Don't buy into all that dumb stuff," to which I, obviously, 
laughed." Tubbo attempted a really bad Techno impression, smiling and laughing. "And then 
Wilbur slapped him across the head with it! It was hilarious." Then he turned to Tommy, his 
face bright. 


His smile was so bright. 


His eyes were so wide with wonder. 


His soul is too pure. 


His heart was too unbroken. 


She wasn't after Tommy. 


No. 


Chapter End Notes 


Imagine ramping up to a Christmas chapter when Christmas has just happened. 
Also, hello! I'm back! 


Listen... this chapter was so hard to write because I was caught in a dilemma of whether 
I wanted Tommy and the unnamed Black Widow to fight or not... but we'll just have to 
wait a little bit longer. 


Also, we see what happens to people who discover the Red Room's secret... 


Hope you all had a wonderful holiday and New Year's! Let's hope 2022 is better for us 
all. 


Puffy comes out of retirement 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy is losing his mind at the amount of danger Tubbo is in. 


So much so, that he accidentally lets slip something he shouldn't have. 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter: 


- Description of attempted human trafficking 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The phone rang. 


"Hello! It's Puffy." 


"Hey, it's Phil." 


"... Hi Phil. What's up? You don't usually call." 


"We've had a development in our case, I'm sure Techno and Wilbur have told you about it." 


"They've mentioned it. That vigilante kid. What's happened?" 


"He beat Techno." 


There was a pause as the news sunk in. Puffy breathed in deeply. "He beat Techno? But... 
Techno's the strongest in the Committee." 


"Exactly. Also, we don't think he's acting entirely alone." 


"That's all well and good, Phil, but what do I have to do with this?" 


"I need a favour, Puffy." 


Her grip tightened on the phone. "If you're asking what I think you're asking... 


"We need someone he won't expect -" 


"No." 


"Puffy, I wouldn't be asking this of you if it wasn't important." 


"I know that Phil, I know. But I quit the Hero's Committee years ago for a reason. I can't 
work under him." 


"You wouldn't be working under him. You'd be working under us." 


"And what will people say when they see me working without a license? I'd be locked up, or 
worse. I can't afford that." 


"We need a lead on this guy, we need to send in someone who he won't expect." 


"Why not send in Lethe?" 


"... You know why I can't, Puffy." 


"One night. We'll give you a totally inconspicuous suit. He operates mainly at night in 
District 4. No one would even see you." 


"Are you willing to take that risk?" 


"Yes." 


"One night, Puffy. That's all I ask. I don't even want you to fight him, I just want to gain some 
more information. Tubbo will be in your ears all night and I'll be on standby in the area if 
anything goes wrong." 


"... One night. And then I go back to retirement." 


"Thank you so much Puffy. I owe you one." 


"No, this is me repaying my debt, Phil. Now we're even." 


Tommy flung his apartment door open, leaving it to slam behind him as he burst into the 
living room. Fundy was there, sitting at the kitchen bench, and he turned around in shock as 
Tommy bee-lined straight for his bedroom. "Woah, what's going on?" 


"The agent isn't after me," Tommy seethed, his voice carrying down the hallway as he 
searched under his bed for his weapons. "She's after Tubbo." 


He could hear Fundy get up from his seat and come running to the bedroom door. "She?" He 
asked, his voice rising. "It's a Widow?" 


"Yeah," Tommy affirmed, grabbing one of his guns and checking it over before placing it in 
the holster hidden by his coat. "She's after Tubbo and I don't know why but if I have anything 
to do about it she'll never reach him." He then reached under and grabbed his knife, an 
additional one to the small knife hidden in his boot. 


Fundy walked further down the hallway, almost to the bedroom. "You're not going after her." 


Tommy stopped his frenzy suddenly and turned towards the other boy, who was now standing 
tall at the entrance to the bedroom. "Excuse me?" He asked dangerously. 


"You're not going after her," Fundy repeated, crossing his arms. 


"And why not?" Tommy growled as he stood up and stalked towards the boy. "She's going 
after Tubbo, I can stop her." 


"And you'll get yourself killed." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes, his fists clenched at his sides, the knife in his hand feeling more 
comfortable than ever. "I'm a lot more dangerous than you think." 


Fundy shrugged his shoulders and took a step towards Tommy, "Yeah, but you're out of 
practice. This Black Widow can and will kill you. It's not worth the risk." 


"But she'll kill Tubbo!" Tommy leaned in closer, his whole body trembling. 


They were now so close that they were almost touching each other. Tommy towered over 
Fundy, staring him down as the other refused to budge. Fundy sighed, "Have you forgotten 
your training? Don't act impulsively. Why not figure out why she's after Tubbo? A Black 
Widow wouldn't have been sent unless it was important." 


"I don't care why she was sent," he spat out. "But you're not going to stop me from killing 
her.” 


"I don't want to stop you, Tommy!" Fundy yelled. "Just think! There's something here that 
we're missing. What has Tubbo done to have the Red Room after him?" 


Tommy stopped, his hand tightening around his knife. Fundy breathed out, his eyes searching 
Tommy's for some semblance of rationality. Tommy knew the younger boy was right. 


He didn't want to think about what Tubbo was hiding from him, and he knew the boy was. 
His second job had to be the reason why this Black Widow was after him and... for some 
reason that caused Tommy to be mad at him. 


Mad that Tubbo had kept a secret from him. 


Wow, how ironic. 


Tommy knew it was stupid, knew that he had kept way more secrets than Tubbo ever would. 
Tommy's job, his whole livelihood, depended on him lying. It wasn't fair to Tubbo to expect 
something that he himself could not deliver. 


He had let his emotions cloud his judgement. The number one rule of the Red Room, and he 
had failed. 


"You're right," Tommy deflated, his shoulders slumping down. He walked backwards until 
his legs hit the side of the bed, and then he sat down, placing the gun and knife back 
underneath the frame. "You're right." 


Fundy continued to stand there, his face blank. "I know you're more than capable, Tommy, 
but you weren't in the right head-space." 


"I know," Tommy didn't want to think about that. 


Tommy didn't want to think about how human he had become. 


Fundy moved into the room, finally, and sat next to Tommy. "So," he started, his mouth 
turning up into a smirk. "Tell me what you know then. Talk it out. Use your brain." 


Tommy pulled himself up, his face going neutral as his mind reviewed everything he knew 
about the case, but on the inside, he was smiling. "Tubbo has a second job. That second job is 
with the Minecraft's and Ranboo. They run a private investigation company. Tubbo handles 
the IT side of things. A Black Widow has been sent after Tubbo specifically..." He trailed 
off, his eyes looking into the distance. "And I know why." 


When Tommy entered the cafe to start his shift, immediately something felt off. The air was 
still and quiet as if it was mourning something. 


Puffy was there, as she usually was at the beginning of the day. She was bending down, 
rearranging the brownies in the glass display case next to the counter, muttering to herself 
under her breath. 


"Uhh," He announced his arrival, as Puffy was too caught up in her work to notice he had 
entered. "Morning, Puff." 


She looked up so suddenly that she hit her head on the top of the display case. "Ow!" 
Rubbing her head, she fully shuffled out from under the cabinet to glare at the younger boy. 
"A little warning?" 


"I tried to give you a warning!" Tommy retorted, closing the door behind him and moving to 
stand next to her. "That was me giving a warning!" 


He held his hand out, hesitantly, and waited for Puffy's nod before reaching up into her hair. 

She was shorter than him, by a lot, so it was easy to reach over her large ram horns to check 

for any blood or bruising in her brown hair. "Am I going to die, doc?" She laughed, her head 
bent so that he had better access. 


Tommy smiled, "Yeah, you have five seconds to live." 


Her laugh echoed around the empty shop, and Tommy was once again reminded of how 
easily she gave away her joy, sharing it with everyone around her. He briefly wondered if her 
power was strong enough where she didn't even need to touch them to make someone feel 
better; after all, he always felt a million times better after being with her. 


He could almost forget about the looming threat of a Black Widow stalking his friend. 


"You're a bit jumpier today," he said, trying his best not to think about the danger. 


Puffy coughed, turning away from. "Yeah, let's just say I'm not looking forward to a potential 
family reunion." 


Tommy could relate to that, also not looking forward to his family reunion, if he could even 
call the Red Room family. "Do I hear some trouble in the Puffy household?" 


She rolled her eyes as she passed him a tray of brownies and nodded towards the display 
case. "My brother, he owns a business and... let's just say I eventually learned that you 
shouldn't work with family." She turned back into the kitchen as Tommy started to fill the 
display shelf with treats. "There's a reason why I started my own business; baking! So much 
easier, so simple! Just bake some treats, make some coffee and that's it!" He could hear 
clanging and clanking as she raised her voice above the noise. "No threat of danger, no hate 
mail, no death threats -" 


"What kind of business does your brother own?" Tommy interrupted, pausing his task to stare 
at her incredulously, his voice raising a few octaves. 


Puffy scowled as she walked back into the cafe's main room. "The dangerous kind." 


Forgive him, if his first thought was that Puffy's brother was in some kind of gang. Or worse. 
Tommy cleared his throat and brought his voice to a whisper. "The illegal kind?" 


She stared at him for a moment, trying to decide whether he was joking or not, before 
laughing. "Oh no! Nothing of that sort," she assured him as she began cleaning the coffee 
machines. "No, almost kind of the opposite." 


And she somehow knew Wilbur and Techno from when they worked together... 


"Does your brother work with the Minecraft's?" He asked nonchalantly, his eyes focusing on 
the task in front of him. He heard her take a small breath in and turned to see her face turning 
pink. 


She smiled when she saw him looking, however, and turned away. "How do you know that?" 
Her tone came out awkward like she wanted to pretend she didn't care when she did. 


Tommy shrugged, "I'm observant." The air became tense around them as the two entered a 
stand-off. 


Puffy turned her back and started cleaning the coffee machine vigorously as the silence in the 
store became almost unbearable. The clock on the wall filled the silence uneasily, and 
Tommy became aware of how his breaths had deepened. Then, Puffy said, "Open the store." 


He rolled his eyes as he walked over to the front door, unlocking it and turning the sign 
outwards to read "Open". While he did that, Puffy disappeared into the kitchen once more, 
leaving him alone with his thoughts. 


Puffy used to work with Techno and Wilbur, and also her brother owns the business. Techno 
and Wilbur work with Tubbo, who has gotten himself involved with the Red Room and now 
has an agent on his tail. Puffy is dreading a family reunion, and then immediately starts 
talking about her old job, suggesting that she is potentially going back to it in some way, at 
the same time a Widow has been sent after Tubbo - 


"Uhh, Tommy? You good there?" He was jolted out of his thoughts by a voice in front of 
him. 


Tommy looked up to see Techno standing at the counter, his face pulled into a concerned 
frown. Behind him, almost towering over him, was Ranboo, his head tilted so that Tommy 
knew the boy was also concerned despite not being able to see his face. 


"Techno! Good morning!" Tommy said instead of responding to Techno. "And you've 
brought along Ranboo for the daily coffee run, how sweet. Are we going ahead and placing 
five today then?" 


" 


The older man narrowed his eyes threateningly, "Tommy, what's - 


"Techno!" Puffy interrupted, poking her head around the side of the kitchen door. "I thought I 
heard your voice." Upon entering the main store and seeing Ranboo, she paused and 
considered the boy. "And I don't believe we've formally met," Puffy reached over the counter 


and offered her hand to Ranboo, which he promptly shook. "I'm Puffy, and you are Ranboo, 
correct?" 


He nodded quickly, pulling his hand back to fidget with his other one. "Yep, that's me," he 
chuckled nervously. 


In fact, Ranboo, Puffy and Techno all looked slightly nervous at the meeting, so Tommy 
rolled his eyes and started writing down the names onto the cups, the Minecraft's coffee order 
having burned into his mind. "Okay, so I know the main three, but can you remind me again 
what Ranboo and Tubbo's orders are?" 


Ranboo turned to him and started reciting the new orders, while Techno and Puffy moved off 
to "Puffy's Therapy Stools" as Puffy started on the order. "Thanks for doing this," Techno 
began, leaning his head on his hand. 


"Yeah, well," Puffy huffed, sighing a bit. "You guys have done so much for me, it's the least I 
could do." 


Ranboo interrupted his eavesdropping session, "...and Tubbo will have a venti with seven 
shots-" 


"Seven shots?!" Tommy yelled, his eyebrows raised as he stared incredulously at Ranboo. 
"How is this man living?" 


"He doesn't," Ranboo deadpanned, and then continued as if nothing had happened. "Anyway, 
as I was saying..." 


Tommy rolled his eyes and listened as Ranboo rattled off the rest of the order, reading from 
his phone while Puffy and Techno continued their hushed conversation. 


"Is he as dangerous as he seems?" Puffy asked, her eyes and tone serious. 


Techno shrugged, "He's certainly not any normal criminal. He's deliberate and calculated. 
Very smart, very resourceful." 


"And I'm guessing we're not telling anyone else about this?" 


"No, unless you want your brother knocking on your door asking for you to un-resign." 


Puffy snorted, "Yeah, I want to avoid that as much as possible." 


Ranboo joined Techno at the stools, his long legs brushing against the floor. "Puffy, your cafe 
is really nice," he said, looking around the room. 


She smiled at him, "Thank you Ranboo, glad someone appreciates the work I do here." 


"What?" Techno sputtered, his eyes narrowed. "Who said we don't appreciate your work?" 


Puffy levelled him with a dangerous glare as she continued making his order. 


Tommy stared at the group, his eyes blinking rapidly as he tried to process what exactly was 
happening in front of him. 


What has my life become? 


"Mission report?" 


"Target eliminated. Information retrieved." He handed over the notebook, still covered in 
blood. 


Dream's mask continued to smile at him as his superior took the notebook into his own 
hands. He flipped the pages carefully. Achilles didn't know how he even saw out of that mask, 
nor did he want to find out. "This was all there was?" 


"Yes, sir.” 


"And no witnesses?" 


"No, sir.” 


Dream nodded. "You may leave." 


Achilles gave a short nod and then turned towards the exit, his heart beating furiously 
against his chest. 


Tommy debated whether or not he should've patrolled that night, considering the Black 
Widow that was on the loose somewhere in town, but he felt an unbearable itch crawling 
underneath his skin at the thought of not being able to let loose some of his pent up energy. 


Staying true to his word, Tommy did not go and seek out the Widow. He could see Fundy's 
point and knew the boy was right. Even though Tommy had been trained the same, and was 
possibly the most capable person in the city, he knew that even at his peak he might not have 
been able to defeat a Black Widow. 


Black Widow's, although trained in the same organisation, had a vastly different skill set to 
Wolf Spiders. They were cunning, resourceful, and above all they were graceful. While Wolf 
Spiders used brute force and their wits, Black Widow's were taught to use deception and 
seduction. They were unassuming, and that made them dangerous. 


The wind rustled and whispered behind him, and his bones ached at the chill. The building 
opposite him stood there, plain. It was falling apart in front of his eyes, with the windows 
boarded over. 


While, yes, Tommy had wanted to patrol that night just to be able to stretch his legs, there 
was also a very specific reason. 


Two men stood guard at the door, armed with rifles and not much else. They didn't even have 
armour, just dressed in puffy jackets. One of them was noticeably taller than the other. 


Tommy, silently, checked the perimeter of the building. There were only two entrances; one 
at the front with the guards and one at the back. There were plenty of windows as well, but 
they had all been boarded up. From what he could see when the door had opened before, the 
building was just one big room with nothing else inside it, only one story and the walls inside 
had been knocked down. 


Another thing he had seen when the door had opened; a group of females sitting on the floor 
with their hands tied behind their backs and their mouths gagged with duct tape. 


The building was on the edge of town, almost near the port, and all the other buildings in the 
area had been abandoned years ago after a particularly damaging battle between the 
superheroes and some villains. It was the perfect place if you were looking to remain in the 
shadows. 


Tommy narrowed his eyes as a black car pulled up beside the building, its windows tinted 
pitch black. A man stepped out of the passenger side of the car, tall and dressed in a black 
suit. He stalked towards the front door and the guards immediately stepped out of the way to 
let him in. The car drove away and disappeared as it turned a corner. 


The back door didn't have any guards, meaning Tommy only needed to knock out the two 
guards at the front of the house, preferably as silently as possible. That was the easy part, of 
course. The harder part would be to gain access into the building and rescue the women 
without any of them being injured. 


He held a large rock in his hand, tossing it up and down as he thought. His eyes scanned the 
building, the surroundings, and finally came to rest on a patch of grass around the side of the 
house. Making sure he was still out of sight of the guards, he chucked the rock as hard as he 
could and held his breath as it bounced a few times on the ground and came to rest on the 
patch of grass. 


"Huh?" One of the guards muttered, turning his head to the sound as his partner shifted 
slightly. "What was that?" 


The other, taller guard shrugged, "You should go check it out." 


"What?" The first one said, turning back with an incredulous look. "No way, you do it, man." 


The taller guard snorted. "No way, you heard it so you should check it out." 


“Fine!” And the guard turned towards where Tommy had thrown the rock, rounding the 
corner and leaving his sight. 


That was when Tommy struck. 


He ran up to the remaining guard and hit him over the head with his baton. Due to the man’s 
lack of adequate head protection, he promptly slumped over onto the ground, knocked out 
cold. 


Huh, that was easy. 


Hearing the commotion, the other guard ran back around to the front of the house, about to 
shout and alarm the others when Tommy kicked him around the side of the head, grabbing 
the man’s arms and twisting them around to his back before pulling a knife up to his neck. “If 
you make a sound, PI slit your throat.” 


The guard turned quiet, his breathing coming in short bursts. Tommy guided the man next to 
the other guard, tying the two up together. He kept his knife on the man’s throat as he asked, 
“how many people are in there?” 


When the man refused to answer, Tommy dug the knife ever so slightly into his throat. 
“Don’t make me repeat myself.” 


“There are two more guards, the boss and around twenty girls.” The man choked out, tears 
coming to his eyes as blood trickled down his neck and onto his puffy jacket. “Please, man, I 
have a family, a wife and two kids, please don’t kill me.” 


Tommy only stared at him and pressed the knife in harder. “Should have thought of that 
before you entered the business.” 


Tommy always loved the thrill of seeing the people he rescued happy and safe. The women 
who had been kidnapped and almost sold into slavery took turns thanking him individually as 
he made sure each of them made it home safely. 


It almost made up for all the red dripping from his ledger. 


The sun was almost over the horizon now as he walked the last woman home, her house 
worryingly close to his own. 


"Thank you so much, Theseus." She said once again, possibly the fifth time she had said it 
that night. "How could I ever repay you?" 


Tommy smiled under his mask. "Stay safe for me, please." 


She nodded as she walked up into the apartment complex, disappearing behind the door. 


He sighed. 


Tommy had saved those people. 


He had done a good thing. 


He had protected the innocent. 


So, why did he still feel like crap? 


Walking down the street, not content to go back to his apartment just yet, Tommy took in the 
scenery. 


The sun had risen ever so slightly over the horizon, but the city was still plunged in mostly 
darkness. 


How poetic. 


He wondered, briefly, if bad people could have goodness inside them. 


Like the warm glow of a sunrise threatening the darkness of night. 


Could the sunlight really chase away all the darkness and evil inside of him? 


He made his way up onto the roof of a nearby building, his skills at parkour always being the 
best in the Room. It was up here, almost able to reach the clouds, where Tommy felt most at 
home. 


The sun rose higher and he stretched out his hands to hold the sunlight, sighing as it warmed 
his skin even under his gloves. With nature coming alive around him, he never felt more 
free. 


Of course, all good things must come to an end. 


"Theseus." 


Tommy paused, his hand still outstretched over the street. It was a female voice, he could tell 
even with the heavy modulator placed on it. 


He turned and took in the sight of a woman, much shorter than him, with fluffy white hair 
and two curled up ram's horns, a pirate's hat perched between them. She wore a plain black 
stealth suit and mask that covered half her face, which Tommy knew wasn't her usual attire 
because he had seen her in her prime, back when she was still a Hero. He had heard stories of 
her missions even within the Red Room, and the fear she could instil in someone with just a 
single touch. 


"Captain," he smiled around the name, tilting his head to the side as he stepped away from 
the edge. "Congratulations on coming out of retirement." 


She narrowed her eyes. "I didn't. I was called in one last time to deal with you." 


Tommy smiled wider, "I feel so priveliged." 


The wind whistled around them and Tommy saw her eyes dart towards the rising sun, a slight 
tremor in them. She wanted this done quickly. 


That made two of them. 


"I'm not here to fight," she stated, taking a step forward. "I don't fight anymore. I'm only here 
to talk." 


Tommy laughed, although it wasn't genuine. Not like the laughs he shared with Tubbo, and 
Wilbur and Puffy. It was fake, and he wanted it to be. He wanted the Captain to know how 
ridiculous this situation was. "Is that why you hunted me down? To have a chat?" 


He laughed again, mocking her. The sound reverbarated across the roof tops and echoed 
through the skies. The Captain took a small step back and grimaced underneath her mask. 
"We have come to suspect that you're part of something big, I'm sure you already know we're 
on your tail from the Blade's talk with you. You claim you're no longer with the organisation, 
which is fine with us," she shrugged and hardened her eyes. "But you're still our only source 
of reliable information on the subject, so we just need to know a little bit more from you." 


They're not after him, they're after the Red Room... and the Red Room is after Tubbo... 


"You're putting your colleagues at risk, going after the Red Room," Tommy mumbled, 
narrowing his eyes. "They are more dangerous than anything you've dealt with before. Once 
a Spider has been sent your way, they will not stop until you are dead, and they will kill 
anyone who is trying to bring them to light." 


"Then help us!" The Captain urged, taking a step forward. "You know more about this than 
anyone, help us learn more about them." 


Tommy shook his head, "No, you need to stop pursuing them. Right now. Tell your buddies 
at the Hero's Committee that they need to cease all investigation into this unless they want 
everyone killed." 


"We're not going to stop..." 


"If you won't do it for me," Tommy breathed out shakily. "Do it for your tech guy." Stop 
talking, stop talking. 


No, he needs to warn them. If he can't save Tubbo, maybe they can. 


You're being impulsive, remember your training, remember your training - 


Look what your training did! It ruined your life. 


He has to protect Tubbo, he has to protect Tubbo. 


Stop talking, stop talking. 


The Captain stopped, her eyes going wide. "What..." 


"They've sent someone after him," he felt sick to his stomach, stop talking, stop talking. 
"They know he's been doing most of the investigating. Tell him to stop, for his own good." 
Oh Prime he was going to throw up. He has to protect Tubbo, he has to protect Tubbo. "They 
will kill him." 


The retired hero stood still with her head tilted, possibly listening to someone in her ears. "It's 
okay," she whispered to them. "It's okay, everything is okay." 


Tommy shook his head, his arms going numb, his whole body going numb. "It's not okay, 
they will kill him. You have to stop." Alright, that's it, they know, so stop talking, stop talking, 
don't be rash. His breathing quickened and his head became lighter and lighter, like he was 
going to faint, or be sick. "You have to stop, you have to protect Tubbo." His throat closed 
up, he couldn't breathe, he couldn't breathe, everything was so fuzzy, STOP TALKING, STOP 
TALKING. 


He vaguely heard the Captain yell at him as he jumped off the roof and ran, far, far away. 


He has to protect Tubbo. 


He has to protect Tubbo. 


He has to protect Tubbo. 
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Puffy regrets ever coming out of retirement. 


The vigilante in front of her looked on the verge of a panic attack as he blurted out, "You 
have to protect Tubbo." He immediately stared wide eye at her, his bright blue eyes shining 
beyond his mask in the dawn lighting. 


The child in her ears fell silent, but she could hear his panicked breathing quicken even more 
as their target stumbled away from her, running faster than she had seen any human before. 


"Theseus, wait! What do you mean?" She yelled into the wind, hoping it would carry her 
voice to him. "Theseus, you can help us!" 


Either he didn't hear her or he was simply ignoring her, because she watched as he 
disappeared into the city, the early morning traffic starting to come alive beneath her. 


"Puffy?" Tubbo whispered in her ears. "Puffy, am I in danger?" 


"No," she replied, but it sounded fake even to her, and Tubbo is smart. Tubbo is also 
seventeen years old with an assassin on his trail. "Tubbo, you're going to be fine." 


"Puffy, Puffy he knows who I am," he choked, his words coming out jumbled and frazzled. 
"He knows who I am, he knows I'm after him, he said there's someone after me, I'm going to 
die, I'm going to die." She heard a shuffle and then a loud thump as Tubbo's voice became 
fainter. "I'm going to die, I'm going to die, they know who I am." 


"Tubbo, I need you to calm down!" Puffy wished she could be with him right then, she could 
calm him more effectively with a touch, but for the moment she could only rely on her voice. 
And she was trying her best because Tubbo is seventeen years old with an assassin on his 
trail. "Tubbo, is Ranboo, Wil or Techno with you?" 


He breathed in deeply a few times, and she heard some fumbling as his voice became clearer 
in her ears. "Wilbur's here." 


"Get him," she ordered. "Get him to stay with you and explain what's happening, I'll find 
Phil." Puffy paused, listening as Tubbo struggled to get his breathing under control. "You're 
going to be okay, Tubbo." 


Tubbo let out a sob, "Puffy, I don't think so." He’s crying, she can hear through the 
communicator, because Tubbo is seventeen years old with an assassin on his trail. 


"Go get Wilbur," Her voice cracked as she pulled out her phone, immediately pressing on 
Phil's contact. "Tubbo, I have to call Phil, but I'm not getting off the line until Wilbur is with 
you." 


She heard a shuffle, and then a muffled "Wilbur!" After a few tense moments, the door to 
Tubbo's room swung open. 


"Is that Wilbur?" Puffy asked, fear clawing at her heart. Tubbo gave a small sound of 
acknowledgement and she released a little bit of the tension building inside her. "Tell him 
what happened, I'm going to call Phil and then we'll come back to his house." 


Tubbo mumbled a short goodbye and then the line in her ears went dead. 


Puffy took in a deep breath and wiped away the tears that had started coming to her eyes. 
Composing herself, she pressed ‘call’ on her phone and waited for him to pick up. 


"Puffy, what happened?" His voice was rough in her ears, his modulator still on through his 
mask. "Do you need backup?" 


"No, but I need to come over to your house," she glanced at the ever-rising sun. "We've been 
given a bombshell by Theseus." 


There was a pause on the line as she heard wind begin to whistle, obvious that he had just 
taken off into the skies. "What kind of bombshell?" 


"He said that the organisation we've been investigating is after Tubbo," she took a moment to 
control her breathing. "As in, they've already sent someone to deal with him." 


"Holy fu-" 


"Phil," Puffy interrupted, her voice cracking. "Phil, he's seventeen. He's my nephew and he-" 
A silence rested between them as Puffy levelled out her breathing, her head already dizzy 
from the night's events. "He was supposed to be safe. He's seventeen and should be in high 
school, not chasing after his father's affection and getting himself killed!" 


The sun had finally risen over the horizon and Puffy knew she didn't have long before 
someone noticed her. Phil sighed, "Meet back at my place, we'll work something out." 


"For Tubbo's sake, I hope so." Because Tubbo is seventeen years old and he is way too young 
for this. 


Number 27 was small. 


There was no doubt about it. He was the shortest in his class, by a long shot. Even towards 
the end of his training, when everyone else had started to gain multiple inches of height, he 
stayed low to the ground. Even when he graduated and his genetic modification was 
complete, they couldn't make him any taller. 


That was okay, though. 27 didn't mind it, honestly he didn't. He didn't mind the way his 
instructors’ eyes glossed over him, too haughty to bend down and look him in the eyes, 
instead choosing to focus their attention on the taller, stronger, bigger boys of his class. And 
when those boys inevitably failed, they focused their attention on the middle-sized, average 
boys of the class. 


And when they, too, inevitably failed, finally their eyes rested on him. 


But by then, 27 had already honed his skills to almost perfection. 


He was agile. He was fast. He was unnoticeable when he wanted to be. He could pickpocket 
even the most vigilant of people. No one in his class could ever beat him in speed training. 
He learned to become a silent killer, the one no one expected, the one no one ever suspected. 


It's why he had such great respect for the Widows. When his training and the harsh, brutal, 
cutthroat style of the Wolf Spiders had failed him, he found himself watching the women and 
girls, the way their arms floated gracefully through the air as they brought down a knife onto 
someone's chest, and the way their feet danced as if floating on air as they swiped someone's 
feet from underneath them. 


27 was smart. He knew if he didn't fight the way they wanted him to, he would be killed. His 
fighting style, eventually, ended up as a blend between the Wolves and the Widows, graceful 
and agile before he struck a fatal blow with all the strength of a tiger. 


He was on his way to becoming one of the best young Wolf Spiders in the organisation. 


But he had ignored the most basic rule of the Room; Spiders have no emotions. 


On his third - maybe fourth - mission, Vulpes and the other Wolf Spider to graduate with him, 
Huntsman, had been tasked with the assassination of a man who had been kidnapped by a 
hero from the Hero's Committee. The man claimed the Room would protect him, his face 
smug and proud on the videotape the duo had been provided with. 


He needed to learn the lesson: The Red Room protects no one. 


Vulpes and Huntsman had never worked together before, but their unique situation had 
formed an almost... sacred bond between the two of them. The only Spiders to graduate 
together in many years, as children they had been pitted against each other, and now they 
were forced to work side by side as partners. 


Although neither of them would admit it, they were more than partners. They were more than 
Just fellow Spiders to each other. No, neither of them would ever admit it for fear of being 
killed by the Room, but they had become... friends. 


Especially during their mission, they grew closer and closer as they learnt each other's 
strengths and covered each other's weaknesses. They worked perfectly together as a team. 


But, all good things must come to an end. 


Vulpes hadn't seen Huntsman since the Accident, since he had fallen off the roof of the 
building, since Vulpes had turned his back on their target to reach out to grab his hand and 
missed by a few inches, since he sat on the edge of the building and cried while the river 


underneath them, seemingly miles underneath them, swiftly erased all memories of his 
partner, of his friend. 


His grief had cost him any hope of succeeding in the Room. 


Vulpes had turned his back on their target, turned his back on the Room, and had let the 
mission fail. 


"All because of stupid emotions," his superior hissed at him, disgust colouring his face. 


"You failed." 


"You failed." 


"You failed." 


"You must prove yourself," his superior smirked, a dangerous glint in his eyes. "Remember 
Achilles, the traitor? You are to find him. You are to kill him." 


Vulpes, all of 13, barely out of graduation, nodded and accepted his death sentence. 


Because Achilles had been one of the best in the Room. 


And there was no way Vulpes was coming back alive. 


Fundy was there on the couch when Tommy got home, which was expected considering the 
sun had only just risen, groaning as he pulled himself up, the blankets falling to the ground as 
the door slammed behind him. "Tommy, what the -" 


"Shut up, shut up Fundy!" Tommy yelled at him, his hands coming up to rip the mask off his 
face. He turned to Fundy but immediately became aware of the tear tracks that he could still 
feel on his cheeks, so he turned away. Struggling to control his breathing, Tommy 
absentmindedly ensured the door was locked behind him. 


He ran down the hallway into his room and then slammed the door shut, trying as hard as he 
could to prevent the sobs from ripping up his throat. Holding back another scream, Tommy 
punched the wall closest to him in a fit of rage. Crap, the landlord is not going to be happy. 


"What the hell?" He could hear Fundy yell, and then footprints as the younger made his way 
down the hallway. "Tommy, what happened?" 


"Nothing happened!" Tommy snapped back, his face turned away from the door. He could 
feel Fundy's eyes on his back, however. "Nothing is wrong, everything is fine!" 


Everything isn't fine. 


Because you know now, don't you? 


Took you long enough. 


The way Wilbur could calm you with just his words. 


The way Techno huffed and glared and was so damn intimidating. 


The way Phil had such a dangerous glint in his eyes when he wanted. 


The way they were all so secretive about their job. 


Ranboo, who knew nothing of his past and clung to the family like it was his lifeline. 


Tubbo, who was so bad at lying. 


Tubbo, who had a Black Widow sent after him for just doing his job. 


Tubbo, who had somehow succeeded in breaking down the Red Room's defences. 


Tubbo, his first and best friend. 


They all belonged to the Hero's Committee. 


"Tommy?" He could hear Fundy ask, but it was so distant, waves upon waves separating him 
from the other boy. "Tommy, are you okay?" 


He brought up his hand to cheek and felt something wet. He was crying. Achilles never 
cried. 


Achilles? 


Achilles. 


Number 11. 


No, Tommy. 


No, Achilles. Achilles, you are a Wolf Spider. 


No, Tommy, you are a human being. 


Number 11, you are nothing. 


"Tommy?" Fundy asked again but didn't dare draw closer. 


Wilbur's stupid yellow sweaters were just a few shades brighter than Mockingbird's. Wilbur's 
height and build matched Mockingbird's. His voice, though modified, carried the same 
cadence, and his laugh. 


Phil's kind eyes and soft voice matched the way the Angel had so lovingly asked him to join 
them. His chirps and coos immediately pointed to avian instincts, and the Angel is a freaking 
bird. 


Techno's gruff voice and hard stare that night at the Minecraft's when he threatened Tommy if 
he ever dared touch his family matched all descriptions of how the Blade went feral whenever 
anyone threatened his family. 


How could he not have noticed? 


You're losing your touch, little spider. 


You're getting weak. 


Getting complacent. 


Getting soft. 


And now? Now you pay for it with the blood of your brother. 


"Tommy!" Fundy lunged forward as Tommy collapsed to the ground and started 
hyperventilating. "Tommy, Tommy, you need to calm down. I need you to calm down 
Tommy." 


The other boy panted and groaned, his throat closing in on itself. He brought his hands up to 
his arms and scratched, trying to get rid of the pain and agony and hurt and betrayal and 
guilt and - 


"Tommy, stop! You're safe, Tommy, you're here in your apartment with me." Fundy wanted 
to reach out and touch the boy but didn't want to make things worse. "Tommy, you're here in 
your apartment." 


"Stop, no, no, Tubbo, Tubbo," Tommy groaned out, reaching up and pulling on his hair. 
"Tubbo, the Widow, Wilbur, heroes, the Red Room, they're going to kill him." 


Fundy, as gently as he could to not startle the other, grabbed Tommy's hands. "Tommy, I need 
you to calm down and talk to me. Breathe with me, breathe with me." He guided the boy's 
hands, still trembling, to his chest and exaggerated his breathing. "See? Like this. In, out, in, 
out." 


Tommy followed the instructions thoughtlessly, too worked up to care about fighting. The 
two of them sat there, breathing slowly, for a few minutes before Tommy finally had his 
breathing under control. 


“Okay, are you good now?” Fundy asked. 


Tommy nodded. 


"Can you tell me what happened?" 


The older boy hesitated, "I screwed up." 


Fundy sighed, "Yeah, I kinda assumed that already." 


Tommy glared and pulled away from Fundy, crossing his arms as he looked away. "The 
Captain stopped me." 


"The Captain?" Fundy asked, his mouth agape. "But she's retired!" 


"I know! That's why I was so shocked," Tommy replied, letting his head rest against the side 
of his bed. "She said she wanted information about the Room. And," he growled and punched 
the side of his bed. "I don't know why I didn't put it all together before!" 


Tommy calmed down slightly, letting his hand rest at his side. "Tubbo, Ranboo, the 
Minecraft's, even Puffy I think, they all work for the Hero's Committee." 


Fundy stared for a moment and then breathed out, "Well, that's for sure a development." 


"I just can't believe I didn't see it before!" The older boy yelled, still clearly frustrated at 
himself. "The signs were right there in front of me, it was so obvious." 


"But you weren't looking for the signs," Fundy added, in what could be thought of as a 
reassuring tone. "I think you were actively avoiding the signs because you didn't want to 
investigate your friends." 


Friends. 


Yeah, they were friends. 


Right? 


Tommy thought hard. Sure, they were friends, but did they know he was Theseus? Was that 
why they had befriended him in the first place? But no, they had only started paying attention 
to him in the few months, and Tubbo had been his friend for ages. Then again, Wilbur had 
only started to become his friend after he had already had an encounter with Mockingbird. 
Were they only friends to gain more information? 


No, the Captain (Puffy?) had been surprised when he let on that he knew who Tubbo was, 
and he didn't think the Hero's Committee would have kept that from her, considering she was 
also currently his employer at her cafe. And she had hired him before he had even become 
Theseus. 


Surely... Surely at least Puffy and Tubbo were truly his friends, right? 


"I don't know what to do now," Tommy admitted, staring down at his hands. 


Fundy considered him carefully. "Well, do you want to reveal yourself to them?" 


Tommy immediately shook his head, the idea sending waves of nausea down his stomach. 
"No, definitely not." He hesitated, "Besides, this way I can continue protecting Tubbo from 
afar. Even though the Hero's Committee knows now, they won't be very good against a 
Widow; at least, not as good as a Wolf Spider at least." His face turned sour and his mind 
screamed painful memories; he hadn't referred to himself as Wolf Spider in so long. 


Was he even a Wolf Spider anymore? He'd run away, he was a traitor to the organisation; he 
would've been stripped of his title. 


But, would he ever stop being a Wolf Spider? 


Fundy stood up from where he was sitting. "Did I tell you I got a job?" 


Tommy blinked. "What, when did this happen?" 


"Last night," he replied. "When you were working at L'Manberg." 


"Well, that's very good news," Tommy nodded, running his hand through his hair. "Where?" 


Fundy smirked, "Puffy's cafe." 


There was a pause, a brief silence as Tommy stared at Fundy, his face slowly forming a glare. 
Fundy starred back, still smirking, his eyebrows raised in amusement. "Excuse me?" Tommy 
finally said, his voice flat. 


"I got a job at Puffy's cafe -" 


"Why the hell would you do that?" 


"I think I would be good at making coffee-" 


"But that's where I work-" 


"You don't have control over who she hires-" 


"Kinda would've been nice to have a warning-" 


"This is your warning," Fundy continued to smirk. "I told her the cousin's story. Also, I'm 
fifteen." 


Tommy snorted, "Fundy, you look eleven as a thirteen-year-old, how did you convince her 
you were fifteen?" 


Fundy's eyes darkened, "I can be persuasive. How did you convince her you were eighteen?" 


"Because I'm tall, idiot." 


"You've still got a baby face though-" 


"You take that back!" Tommy lunged at Fundy. 


The apartment filled with the sounds of insults and yelps of pain, but Tommy thought it was 
the most beautiful sound he had ever heard. Here they were, two Wolf Spiders, two boys who 
had over a few hundred kills between them, fighting and insulting each other, like brothers. 


Like kids. 


The scene Techno and Ranboo came home to was... less than great. 


Tubbo was on the couch, his eyes wide and terrified with dried tear marks staining his 
cheeks. His chest heaved up and down as he clutched a hand around the front of his jumper. 


Puffy was next to him, running her hands through his hair and murmuring comforting words 
into his ears. She was glowing faintly, a white haze around her concentrated especially 
around her hands that appeared when her powers were working overtime. "Shh, you're 
alright, you're alright," she assured, her eyes drifting over to where Phil stood, leaning up 
against the kitchen counter with his arms crossed. 


Wilbur was nowhere to be found. 


When Puffy noticed the two walk into the room, she urged Ranboo to come forward with her 
eyes, her hands flickering slightly as her concentration broke. Due to the break, Tubbo's tears 
returned and he hunched over himself as Puffy exclaimed, "Tubbo!" 


At Tubbo's tears, Ranboo practically ran over, collapsing onto the couch next to him and 
enveloping the other boy into a hug. "Shh, Tubbo, it's okay, it's okay." Puffy exhaled and 
drew herself away from Tubbo for just a moment, her eyelids drooping from the extended use 
of her powers. Ranboo continued to comfort Tubbo while his tears started to slow. 


Phil offered a drink of water to Puffy, who graciously accepted it. He then turned to Techno, 
who hadn't moved much from the foyer. "What happened?" Techno asked, his voice deep, 
full of rage. Tubbo's cry was muffled by Ranboo's chest. 


"Puffy went to talk to Theseus, and he gave us some information," Phil started, running his 
hand through his hair. "He said that this organisation that we are investigating is more 
dangerous than anything we had ever faced before. He called it the 'Red Room'." 


At the words, Ranboo stiffened, his hands stopping from where they had been brushing 
Tubbo's hair. "The Red Room. I know that - I know that name, the Red Room," he turned his 
head to the side and seemed to stare off into the distance as Tubbo looked up, his eyes still 
terrified. "The Red Room, it's dangerous, it's so dangerous and cruel and -" Ranboo shook 
slightly as a headache attacked him suddenly. 


"Ranboo?" Tubbo's voice came out cracked and fragile. 


The other boy shook himself out of his sudden flashback, turning back to Tubbo and melting, 
his voice softening as he spoke to Tubbo. "It's okay, it was nothing, just a small headache, 
come here," and then he pulled the boy back into an embrace. 


Puffy, although not fully restored, joined the duo's hug and took over from Ranboo in running 
her hands through Tubbo's hair, glowing softly once more. 


Phil sighed, his head dropping low. "Yeah, so this Red Room has sent someone after us," he 
paused. "After Tubbo, specifically. And with this reveal, we also know that Theseus knows 
that Tubbo works for the Hero's Committee." 


The silence in the air was thick, the weight of this information hanging heavy in the 
atmosphere. "What?" Ranboo croaked out, staring at Phil. "How does he know that?" 


Techno huffed, "Moreover, what else does he know? Tubbo is our tech expert, he doesn't 
work with anyone else at the Committee. Does he know more about us than he let on?" 


"He was from this organisation, and we don't know if he is still affiliated with it," Phil 
thought out loud, walking across the living room to stare out the window, taking in the 
surrounding neighbourhood. 


It seemed, from the combined reassurances from Ranboo and Puffy's powers working 
overtime, that Tubbo had calmed down enough to talk to the rest of them. "Well," he started 
shakily, still wrapped up in Ranboo and Puffy's arms. "He warned us, right? He warned us 
that I was in danger. I don't think he would do that if he wanted to harm us. Or if he was still 
with..." Tubbo paused, his breathing quickening. "The Red Room." 


Sighing, Phil turned back to face the others. "We can't take that risk," he stared at Tubbo, who 
still had his head buried in Ranboo's jumper. "Tubbo, from now on you will have one of us 
with you at all times, you will stay here until we have this sorted." Tubbo didn't look too 
happy at the arrangement but nodded all the same. Phil continued, "We go on the search for 
Theseus to bring him in, I don't care what we have to do," the others, spare Tubbo, started to 
nod at the plan. "We've been approaching him one at a time, maybe if we ambush altogether 
we'll have a chance of stopping him. We'll all go together," he paused and thought for a 
moment. "Puffy will stay with Tubbo while we go tomorrow night to track him down, I'll go 
talk to Wilbur-" 


"Phil," Tubbo interrupted, pulling his face away from Ranboo and staring at the older man 
sadly. "Tomorrow is Christmas." 


Everyone stopped suddenly, staring at the young boy before their eyes turned towards the TV, 
which displayed the date and time: 24th December, 8:06 am. 


Phil gulped, his fists clenched at his sides. "Perhaps we could postpone it for one day." He 
turned back to Puffy, who still had her hands brushing through Tubbo's hair. "Puffy, do you 
need to go back to the cafe? It would be past opening time by now." 


She shook her head, smiling softly. "It's Christmas Eve. I've closed for the holidays." Her 
hands glowed just a bit brighter and Tubbo collapsed further into their arms. 


Techno grimaced, "Where's Wilbur, anyway?" 


The others took that time to notice the missing presence in the room. Phil hung his head low, 
"He wanted to go after Theseus immediately, I practically had to threaten him with early 
retirement for him to stay put, it-" he stopped, closing his eyes tightly. "It wasn't pretty. He's 
up in his room right now." 


They all sighed and rolled their eyes, knowing how stubborn and protective Wilbur could be 
when he wanted to. Techno's mouth formed a line, "Should I talk to him?" 


Phil hesitated, turning to stare up at the staircase which led to the second floor. "Might as 
well; he's pretty pissed at me right now." 


Techno nodded and started walking towards the stairs, stopping briefly by the couch to lay a 
heavy hand on Tubbo's head, "You're alright kid." He didn't stay to see Tubbo's face soften 
and bury deeper into Ranboo's jumper, and Puffy was finally able to let go and rest from 
overusing her powers. 


He heard Wilbur before he had even made it halfway down the hallway, light picking from 
his guitar echoing softly from underneath the door. It was a melancholy sound, full of anger, 
bitterness and regret, and Techno wanted to both cry at how the music was making him feel 
and laugh at how dramatic Wilbur could be. 


Waiting by the door for a break in the music, Techno let his eyes drift to the photos on the 
wall. 


Many of them were of Wilbur and Techno when they were younger, and when Techno had 
agreed to have his photo taken. A few more featured Phil as well, taken either by a random 
stranger on the street or by Wilbur in selfie mode. There were portraits of Wilbur during his 
many performances, photos of Techno standing on a podium with a medal around his neck. 
Later on, Ranboo joined the photos with an older Techno and Wilbur. Anyone looking at the 
photos would think Techno and Wilbur were the only children who had lived in the house 
until Ranboo had come along. There was even a photo that included Tubbo as well, back 
when Puffy had first retired from the Committee and Phil had wanted to take the kid out of 
his home immediately if it weren't for the consequences that would entail. 


Techno kept searching. 


There. One of the oldest pictures hung up in the hallway, a copy of the one downstairs in the 
living room. The three of them - not Wilbur, Techno and Ranboo, no - Wilbur, Techno and 
James. 


Techno remembered the night he went missing vividly. 


"Goodnight boys!" Phil smiled in the hallway, desperately trying to free himself from James' 
grip. "That means you too, little devil." 


"Dadza," the boy laughed, holding on even tighter. "I want to stay up and sing with Wilby." 


Wilbur tried to hide the smile that threatened to take over his face. "But, I'm so tired 
Sunshine," he faked a yawn, dramatically stretching his already long limbs to the sky. "I'd fall 
asleep halfway through the song." 


James frowned, "But you're so good at playing- " he paused, struggling with the next word, 
"sui-tar, you wouldn't fall asleep!" He smiled proudly at his pronunciation. 


Phil rolled his eyes, "Come on, you're going to bed. You can play with Wilbur tomorrow." 


"Promise?" James called out to Wilbur, smiling widely. 


Wilbur smiled back. "Promise." 


Techno watched all of this from the entrance to his room, still a quiet child even to his family. 
He wished he had said goodnight to James at that moment, wished he could bring him into a 
hug and never let him go, wished he could murmur "I love you, I love you" forever and ever. 
But instead, he mumbled a quick, "Night," to the family and slipped back inside his room. 


That regret would follow him thirteen years later. 


The next morning, Techno woke to a loud shout and the sound of something breaking. He had 
always been a light sleeper - it came with the trauma- and so he was fully awake not a 
second later and rushing out of his room. 


He found the cause of the sound down the hall where Phil's mug was shattered on the ground, 
coffee spilling out into the white carpet and staining it dark brown. 


Wilbur opened his door then, rubbing his eyes blearily. "What's going on?" He yawned out, 
his limbs sluggish and stiff. 


Techno shrugged his shoulders and started walking towards James' room, his ears picking up 
on Phil's strained breathing. "Phil?" He called out hesitantly. "Phil, what happened?" 


The two brothers entered the room and immediately drew back in horror. 


Phil had his wings fully expanded, curling around himself as he broke into sobs. "No, no, not 
James, not James." 


Wilbur cried, "Phil? What's wrong with James?" When Phil didn't answer, Wilbur's cries 
grew louder. "Phil, what's wrong with James!" 


Techno then realised that Wilbur was behind him, and therefore couldn't see James' bed. 
Techno could, however. He could see the bright red bed that James had so desperately 
wanted; a big boy bed just like Wilbur and Techno. He could see the blanket of red and white 
quilted squares, and how it was laid perfectly flat against the mattress. 


What Techno couldn't see, anywhere on the bed, anywhere in the room, was James. 


The music finally stopped. 


Techno blinked and frowned before knocking harshly on the door. 


He heard Wilbur sigh once, and then a pause before he called out, "Come in!" 


Techno opened the door and stared blankly at Wilbur. "You're pathetic," he said, and Wilbur 
snorted. 


Wilbur was sitting on his bed, his back towards the wall, with his guitar held loosely in his 
arms. The room was a complete mess; obviously, Wilbur's anger had gotten the best of him 
after his fight with Phil, as sheets of music and lyrics were thrown around the room, pillows 
were laying on the ground next to walls where they had been thrown, and worst of all, a 
photo frame of Phil, Techno and Wilbur laid, cracked, on the floor. 


"What do you want, Techno?" Wilbur asked, setting aside his guitar to lay haphazardly on the 
edge of his bed. 


The older of the two deadpanned and then rolled his eyes, closing the door behind him and 
taking a seat on Wilbur's desk chair. "So, pretty big news we just got." 


Wilbur scowled at him, "Is that all you've got to say? We just found out that Tubbo is being 
actively targeted by not just this extremely dangerous vigilante that could take you, me and 
Phil in a fight and win with barely a sweat, but that more people like him are also actively 
targeting Tubbo, and these people want to kill him, and no one is doing anything about?!" By 
this point, Wilbur was stood up, his chest heaving and hands clenched. 


Techno tried his best to not let his eyes gloss over, Wilbur inadvertently letting his power 
bleed into his tirade. "Wilbur," he grabbed at his hair as a headache started taking over. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Wilbur wilt, his body collapsing on itself as he sat 
back down on his bed. "Sorry, Tech." 


"We're not doing nothing, Wilbur," Techno said eventually. "As soon as we're able to, and 
once we have enough information, we're going after Theseus. We're not just standing by and 
letting Tubbo die." 


There was a silence as the two of them stared at each other. They could hear shuffling and 
whispers from downstairs, likely the rest of the occupants were still trying their best to calm 
Tubbo down. Techno cleared his throat, "Wilbur, I want to do what you want to do. I want to 
go after Theseus right now. I want to patrol the house for any possible weaknesses. Hell," he 
sighed, "I want to go after the Red Room itself, other than I know nothing about it." Another 
pause. "But we can't, Wilbur." 


Wilbur stretched his long limbs over his bed and picked up his guitar, running his fingers 
over the strings and staring straight up to the ceiling. "I don't want to lose another brother, 
Techno." 


Techno closed his eyes, pain gripping at his heart. "I know, Wilbur," he hung his head. "I 
know." 


Chapter End Notes 


So, I don't know if anyone has noticed but there's very minimal swearing, if any, in this 
fic. 


This is because I personally don't swear and so it's very weird for me to naturally write 
it. However, I've decided that, just like a PG-13 movie, Tommy gets one f-word. I was 
going to use it in this chapter but then decided, nope, it's gonna come later. So, you have 
that to look forward to :) 


I just wanted to address this because c!Tommy, c!Phil and c! Wilbur especially swear a 
lot and they haven't in this fic. I'm sorry but, yeah, I just don't feel comfortable writing a 
bunch of swearing in my fics. Hope that's okay! 


This is the longest chapter to date, and I'm very excited for the next one. It's gonna be 
very... eventful ;) 


Christmas with Kidnapping! 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter: 


- Mentions of murder 
- Mention of alcoholism 
- Blood and Violence 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Tubbo's life, since the reveal that a murderous secret agent was set on killing him, had 
changed dramatically, even in just the last day since it had happened. 


The Minecraft's had been reluctant to let Tubbo out of their sight for even a moment and were 
even more reluctant to tell anyone of the situation they had all found themselves in. However, 
as much as they enjoyed skirting the rules and doing their own thing, they realised they 
couldn't keep this a secret from the Hero's Committee forever. Not only because Tubbo was 
an employee of the Committee, but because of Tubbo's... unique situation with the 
organisation. 


And telling the Hero's Committee meant, unfortunately, telling Tubbo's father. 


Puffy had agreed to take Tubbo back to his house, considering her relationship with his 
father, as she would have the best chance of breaking the news to him without too much 
chaos. Her powers also would ensure there wouldn’t be too much yelling. 


Tubbo himself was a nervous wreck. His father had been gone for just over two weeks now, 
on some other stupid business trip, and while, yeah, he was thankful that his father would be 
home for Christmas, it was also possibly the worst time he could've come home... 
considering the imminent danger Tubbo was in. He didn't even know how his father would 
react. It was hard to know his father's reaction when he hadn't seen much of the man, like 
ever. 


And so, Tubbo sat in the front of Puffy's car as the two made their way through the District 1 
suburbs, silence covering them as the afternoon sun shone through the windows. The streets 
were quiet and still, everyone having gone home early for the holidays. Tubbo stared out the 
window, his head resting upon his hand. 


"You don't have to worry about your dad," Puffy started suddenly, causing Tubbo to stare 
back at her. She sighed, flicking her blinker as they turned down a new road, "This is adult 
stuff, you shouldn't even be exposed to it." 


Tubbo scoffed, "It's a little late, don't you think?" 


His aunt scowled at him. "Don't take that tone with me," she threatened, her eyes glowing a 
soft white. He calmed down slightly at the power behind her words. "You're still a kid, 
Tubbo. You shouldn't have to worry about this stuff." 


"But I do anyway," he mumbled, letting her powers wash over his mind so that he could get 
even the slightest reprieve from the anxiety clouding his thoughts. Puffy's abilities always 
seemed to be more powerful on him, perhaps because they were related. Usually, she had to 
be in physical contact with someone for them to work, but most of the time, as long as they 
were in close proximity, she could affect him with just words. "Puffy, I'm the 
communications specialist for the most powerful heroes in Esempee, not to mention I'm also 
the son of the Director." 


Yeah, that's right. 


As if Tubbo's life wasn't already complicated, his father, Schlatt, of course, had to be the 
Director of the Hero's Committee. As if Tubbo didn't have enough problems already. 


It was the main reason Tubbo had begged and begged his dad to allow him to get a second 
job; so that he could feel like a normal teenager for once. Sure, he loved his work at the 
Hero's Committee and he loved the work he did with the Minecraft's... but he had already 
dropped out of school at fourteen and had lost contact with anyone his age (other than 
Ranboo, of course, but the boy barely counted since they were almost like brothers). And 
sure, he didn't really like work at L'Manberg, but he would never admit that to his dad after 
spending so long trying to convince him. 


And, especially since he had met maybe the most interesting person in the world. 


Tommy, the enigma. 


Tubbo wasn't stupid. He knew the other boy was extremely weird; how he didn't have a 
smartphone (like, come on. What eighteen year old doesn't have a smartphone?), the way he 
had been so suspicious of Tubbo in the few months before they became good friends, the way 
Tubbo was pretty sure he wasn't eighteen. Tubbo had been brought up by heroes, he was 
smart, he knew his way around people. Tommy was keeping so many secrets from him. 


But, Tubbo couldn't complain. He would be a hypocrite if he did. Tommy, in all fairness, 
didn't know much about Tubbo's family at all; didn't know his aunt was once the best 
superhero at the Committee, didn't know he currently worked for the top three superheroes, 
didn't know his father was Schlatt, Director of HC. 


Eventually, through much persistence from Tubbo, Tommy and he became friends. It filled 
him with pride, the way he got to watch Tommy come out of his shell, slowly, and begin to 
trust the other boy. 


Tubbo couldn't stand the thought of what would happen to Tommy if the assassin succeeded. 


Who would tell him? 


Who would tell him his best friend had been murdered? 


Tubbo couldn't do that to Tommy. 


But at the same time, he was going to have to leave him anyway. 


There was no way his father would continue to let him work at L'Manberg. There was also no 
way his father would let him hang out with someone the man had never met. Tubbo knew he 
had to say goodbye to Tommy soon, at least until the whole assassin thing blew over. 


Puffy pulled into the driveway, the guard at the gate giving her one glance before letting her 
drive in. Tubbo sighed as his house loomed closer and closer. 


Home sweet home. 


They got out of the car and made their way through the front door and into the rest of the 
house. It was as empty as it always was; that is to say, empty of people, because of course the 
house was filled with the most expensive things a man could buy. Shuffling down the long 
hallways, Puffy gave Tubbo a quick squeeze on the shoulder, a quick flow of her power to 
give him one final shot of calmness, before knocking on the large ornate door at the end. 


"Come in," a gruff voice called out and Tubbo rolled his eyes before pushing open the door. 


Schlatt stood, leaned over his desk where many documents lay, scrambled. The large window 
behind him spanned the whole back wall and let in the light from the setting sun, casting 
shadows upon the luxurious furniture in the room. The man appeared to be in intense 
concentration as he studied the documents, barely glancing up as the two walked through the 
door. 


Puffy cleared her throat, an unamused glare wrinkling her face. "Hi, Schlatt." 


The man looked up at the greeting, shocked, and let out a grimace that could have been a 
smile. "Hi, Puff. Hey, kid." 


"Dad," Tubbo mumbled out, shuffling his feet along the dark wooden floor. Schlatt caught his 
movement and glared, causing Tubbo to stop. "Good to see you back." 


Schlatt nodded, "Yeah, good to be back." 


Awkward tension lay thick over the three relatives, Tubbo keeping his head down while Puffy 
and Schlatt continued to glare at each other. 


Eventually, Schlatt gathered a few pages in his hands and cleared his throat. "So," he cocked 
his head at Puffy. "To what do I owe the pleasure of my dear sister visiting me?" 


She rolled her eyes but straightened her back, laying a gentle hand on Tubbo as she sensed 
his breathing quicken. "We've got a situation, and it would be best if you sat down for this 
one and remained calm," she said, a threatening look in her eyes that meant if you don't stay 
calm, I'll make you". 


Schlatt huffed but followed her instructions, leaning back into his chair and relaxing. "Okay, 
lay it on me." 


Puffy swallowed before steeling herself. "Someone has sent an assassin after Tubbo." 


The silence from before returned with a vengeance, Schlatt's stare growing cold and hard at 
Puffy's words. "Say that again?" He muttered in a dangerous tone as his features froze as if 
they were set in stone. 


Tubbo shivered under the stare. "It's because of me trying to unearth the Red Room," he 
mumbled. "They sent one of their agents after me." 


Schlatt continued to stare at them, barely held rage simmering beneath the surface. He took a 
deep breath in and out before standing up. "Tubbo, go to your room." 


The boy blinked before stuttering out, "Wait, Dad, what-" 


"I said go to your room!" Schlatt's patience had finally run out and he screamed at the boy as 
his fists clenched hard enough for his fingers to turn white. 


Tubbo didn't need to be told twice; he had enough experience with his father when he was 
like that to know he didn't want to be in the same room as him at that moment. He made his 
way back to his room and silently hoped that Puffy would be able to keep his father from 
consuming too much alcohol tonight. 


December 25th, Christmas Day 


Despite the festive and jolly atmosphere of the holiday, Tommy was feeling awful. 


After his little ahem ahem breakdown yesterday morning, Tommy had spent the rest of the 
day in a sort of anxiety-induced daze, constant what-ifs and what-now's plaguing his mind, 
even as he tried his best to subdue them. 


He had gone patrolling that night, but it seemed even criminals respected the holiday spirit 
enough to not be horrible on Christmas Eve. All that had come from that venture was 
scratches on his hands from an encounter with a raccoon. Fundy had had a field day when 
Tommy had come home, cursing the pest with language that would have resulted in them 
being severely punished back in the Room. 


Now, as he looked out the window to see snow falling softly to the ground, he dreaded the 
inevitability of the awkwardness between himself and the Minecraft crew at dinner that 
night. 


Fundy was already up when Tommy exited his bedroom, sitting on the couch and staring out 
onto the white-snow covered streets, watching as people milled about in warm coats, hugging 
and kissing and laughing together. He had a small, sad smile on his face. When Tommy 
entered the room, Fundy didn't even turn around as he said, "I never knew Christmas was so 
beautiful." Tommy's breath caught in his throat. 


Christmas was as foreign to them as failure. Sure, they had heard about it growing up, had 
known about it so that when they went on missions they wouldn't appear out of the ordinary 
to anyone, but never had they even given it a thought. Celebrations, just like happiness, were 
forbidden in the Room. 


The two had come to an agreement; an unspoken one. They hadn't gotten each other gifts, 
even as Tommy went out to shop for the Minecraft's, Tubbo and Ranboo. The thought of it 
just went against every single fibre of their being; in the Room, you were selfish. You kept 
everything to yourself because it ensured your survival. There was no such thing as gifts, no 
such thing as presents. And considering Fundy had only just gotten a job and still had next to 
no money to his name... well, it wouldn't have been possible. 


Tommy stalked forward and sat next to Fundy, joining the boy in staring out the window. 


Christmas. 


He never thought he would have experienced Christmas. 


Fundy turned to him, "When do you go to the Minecraft's?" 


Tommy hummed, "Tonight, just a little before dinner." The question lingered on the tip of his 
tongue, "Will you come with me?' He wasn't brave enough to say it out loud. Fundy had only 
just started to become comfortable around him, he didn't want to jeopardise the fragile thread 
that held the boy at his place. 


He understood it, of course. Wolf Spiders didn't rely on anyone. They fought for their 
survival and did everything with their own strength. No one could know their weaknesses. 
The fact that Fundy was still here, letting Tommy give him a roof over his head, letting 
Tommy provide for him and give him clothes to wear and keep him safe from the Room, 
well... It was a lot of trust. Tommy revelled in it and could feel the warmth in his chest when 
he thought about the fact that the two of them had escaped hell on earth and had somehow 
found comfort within each other. 


Fundy interrupted his thoughts. "I've always wanted to experience Christmas," his voice was 
uncharacteristically small, a vulnerability that was so incredibly rare from the boy. His head 
came to rest upon the glass window as if he was trying as hard as he could to become a part 
of the scenery on the ground. Tommy's breath caught in his throat, and for the first time in a 
while, he saw the boy that Fundy was, the child that had his youth ripped away from him too 
soon. "There was one mission I went on before I had graduated," he continued, his face still 
turned away from Tommy. "I think I was 9 or so. I was with an older Spider over the 
Christmas holidays and I had to befriend the kid of the target." There was a pause as Tommy 
laid his head back against the couch chair. "She took me out to build a snowman, and we had 
snowball fights and made snow angels," Fundy shook his head. "You know, all those stupid 
things that children do." He spat out the word as if it was poison on his tongue. Tommy 
watched as he closed his eyes, a single tear escaping and falling down his cheek. "I realised I 
was happier then than I had ever been." 


The snow continued to fall outside the apartment, glistening and shimmering under the soft 
winter sun that hid just behind the clouds. 


Tommy sighed loudly, his annoyance fake to the both of them. "Fine," he dragged out the 
vowel. He turned to Fundy with a small smile. "You can come with me to the Minecraft's 
dinner tonight." 


Fundy narrowed his eyes, "What?" 


Shuffling, Tommy stood up, now worried he had misread the situation. "I can't stand you 
moping around, so come with me to dinner tonight. You won't get any presents because they 
don't know you but at least I won't have to hear you crying about Christmas anymore." 


The invitation hung in the air, waiting, waiting for Fundy to make a decision. The clock 
ticked on, the snow continued to fall, and Fundy's breaths filled the silence of the room. 
"Would-" he began, licking his lips. "Would they be okay with that?" 


"Sure!" Tommy said before hesitating. "Maybe. Probably." He started walking over to the 
kitchen counter to the house phone. "I'll call Tubbo, surely he'll be able to confirm." 


Just before he picked up the phone, Tommy heard a small cough from behind him. Fundy sat 
there, still staring out at the street, a larger, genuine smile on his face. "Thank you." 


Tommy tried to fight the smile that was threatening to take over his face but failed miserably. 


He distracted himself by picking up the phone and calling the number Tubbo had written for 
him, and then had promptly told him to throw it away. Why? Who knows. This was Tubbo 
after all, he was certainly a strange one. 


As the dial tone continued, Tommy could feel the warmth filling up his body. Sure, almost 
everything in his life was falling apart, but there were small mercies there as well. 


The cold seeped in, however, as someone who wasn't Tubbo answered the phone. 


"How did you get this number?" 


The person on the other line growled out, his voice harsh and unforgiving in Tommy's ears. 
He fought the panic that had started to rise up his throat. "I'm sorry, is there a Tubbo there?" 
He asked because he knew for sure that he did not put the number in wrong, and he knew for 
sure that Tubbo double-checked the number before giving it to him. 


"What the hell do you want?" Came the reply, aggressive and mean and rude, all the things 
Tubbo wasn't. Just who was this guy? 


"I wanted to ask Tubbo something," he replied, his brows furrowing together. "I'm his friend, 
Tommy." 


There was a rustling from the other side, a curse, and then the man began speaking again. 
"Tubbo isn't here right now, can I pass on a message?" 


Tommy felt unease at that response, especially given the situation Tubbo was now in. The 
voice was familiar to Tommy, but at the same time, he knew he didn't recognise it from the 
Room. He paused for a second before asking, "How do you have Tubbo's phone?" 


"I'm his father!" The man growled, his voice blaring through the phone's speaker. "And I 
don't know who you are or your relation to Toby but I suggest you stop ringing this 
number!" 


The phone line died, the beeping incessant through the speakers. "What the hell?" Tommy 
whispered as he brought the phone away from his ear. 


Not even a second later, the phone rang, the number he had just called showing on the front. 
Tommy frowned but answered the call. "Hello?" 


"Tommy!" It was Tubbo's voice, filtering in through the bad speaker, but the sound almost 
made Tommy fall to his knees in relief. "I am so sorry about my dad, he's so overprotective 
you know?" 


He didn't know, in fact he had never even met Tubbo’s father, but he pushed that to the back 
of his mind and focused on what was most important. "Tubbo," Tommy smiled, his head 
dropping. "It's all good, big man, no harm done." 


Tommy didn't know if the Captain ( Puffy, the Captain was Puffy) had passed on the news to 
Tubbo or not, but he didn't want to risk being discovered by asking any suspicious questions. 
Maybe he would get his answers tonight, perhaps. 


Tubbo breathed out, laughing shakily. "Anyway, what were you calling about?" 


Suddenly reminded of the almost crying, almost teenager in his house, Tommy asked, "Is it 
okay if I bring my cousin, Fundy, with me to dinner tonight?" 


"Oh, of course!" Tubbo replied, loud and bright and kind, all the things his supposed father 
wasn't. "I mean, I should probably check with the Minecraft's first, but I'm sure they won't 
mind. I'll ring you if they say no but if you don't hear from me it's okay for him to come 
over." There was a pause from the other side as Tubbo's voice dropped. "You never told me 
you had a cousin." 


Tommy grimaced, "You never told me your real name was Toby." 


There was a silence from the other end, and then a yell from the man before. "I have to go, 
Tommy," Tubbo said, finally. "I'll see you tonight. Oh! And Merry Christmas!" 


The line went quiet again. 


Tommy scowled as he brought the phone away from his ear, "Merry Christmas to you too." 


Distantly, he was aware of Fundy calling his name, concerned, but Tommy just placed the red 
phone back on the holder before storming back to his room. "You can come, by the way!" He 
called back to Fundy. "As long as we don't hear back from them." 


He slammed the door and slid down it, burying his head into his knees. 


What had come over him? 


This whole dinner situation had Tommy concerned for multiple reasons. 


The first, and perhaps most obvious, was that Tommy had never experienced a Christmas 
before. He didn't know of any traditions, didn't know the etiquette, couldn't even remember 
the lyrics to one carol if he tried. Furthermore, perhaps a bit silly, but Tommy hoped the 
family enjoyed the presents he had bought them. Having never bought Christmas presents 
before, the boy was extremely nervous about their reaction, even though the presents were 
jointly bought with Tubbo. He didn't know what to expect, and he never liked entering a 
situation without knowing what to expect. 


Next, his revelation that the family were superheroes had done tremendous damage to his 
trust in them. He still wasn't sure what their motives were, although he had guessed that they 
didn't know his identity. 


He would make sure it stayed that way. 


The uncertainty still crawled inside him, though, of how he didn't quite know how to act 
around them. His training told him to continue the charade. His heart told him to make them 
confess. 


His training and his heart always had these battles. 


And finally, the real reason Tommy was so concerned, the reason why all of this was 
happening in the first place... 


He could feel her watching him as Fundy and he stepped off the bus. 


He could feel her watching him as they arrived at the Minecraft's door. 


He could feel her watching him from a distance and he tried to shake it off that feeling. 


He was walking right into her web. 


"Welcome!" Phil smiled as he opened the door, his eyes roaming over to Fundy. His gaze 
looked innocent enough, and if Tommy didn't know better he would think Phil was just 
looking over him because he was a new face. 


Tommy did know better, though. Phil's eyes were as sharp as a crow's and he was looking for 
anything, anything , out of the ordinary. 


Thankfully, hopefully, he didn't seem to find any, and so reached his hand out to Fundy. "I'm 
Phil, you must be Fundy, Tommy's cousin?" 


Fundy fell into an easy rhythm, reaching out his own hand and smiling, naively. 


"Yes, hi!" He acted just as if he was a normal, excitable thirteen-year-old who had just 
stepped foot into District 1 for the first time. He had switched his accent from the usual 
Dutch to mimic Tommy's British one. "Your house looks so cool, Mr Minecraft." Fundy 
seemed like a normal teenager. 


Tommy knew better. 


Phil smiled warmly, his eyes crinkling. "Oh, please. Call me Phil. Mr Minecraft makes me 
seem old." And then he turned away from them and ushered them into the house. 


Out of the corner of his eyes, Tommy saw Fundy doing the same thing he had done himself 
the first time he had stepped foot in the home; looking for possible exits. Old habits die hard. 


Tubbo, Ranboo, Techno and Wilbur were sitting on the couch, Tubbo in the middle of them 
fidgeting with his hands. So, Puffy did tell them, Tommy thought as he watched the way the 
three of them formed a protective barrier around the boy. 


Tubbo's eyes lit up when he saw Tommy, releasing a relieved breath. "Big man," he breathed 
out, leaving the safety of the couch and running to hug Tommy. "Merry Christmas!" 


Tommy smiled, wrapping his arms around Tubbo tightly as if it were the last time he ever 
could. "Merry Christmas, boss man." 


Wilbur cleared his breath as he stared at the duo, his lips pulled in a crooked smile. "Aren't 
you forgetting something?" He asked, his hands in his pockets as he stood casually. 


Rolling his eyes, Tommy flipped him off. "Merry Christmas, asshole." 


They went around exchanging pleasantries, greeting each other warmly beside the roaring 
fire, and then the time came for introductions. 


"This is my cousin, Fundy," he gestured to the boy who gave a shy fake wave. "He's visiting 
over the holidays and might be living with me for some time." 


Tubbo greeted him enthusiastically, "Hi, I'm Tubbo!" 


"Ranboo," the taller boy exchanged. 


A gruff, "Techno." 


And then... 


Wilbur looked at the boy with cautious eyes, staring particularly at the ears barely hidden 
beneath Fundy's hair. The boy shuffled under the scrutiny, carefully calling out, "What, never 
seen a hybrid before?" The tone was maybe a bit too biting, but Tommy understood. Wilbur's 
gaze had been a bit rude. 


"Sorry," Wilbur seemed to realise what he was doing after a quick nudge from Techno. "No, 
yes, uh, yes I have, I'm sorry, it's just-" He drunk in the sight of the boy and Tommy could 
almost see painful memories swim across his eyes. "You just look like someone I know." 


The statement hung in the air awkwardly as the occupants of the house stood there, the 
fireplace crackling away and filling the silence of the room. 


Luckily, Phil returned at that moment with a large pot, steaming and smelling delicious. 
"Well," he chuckled as he set it upon the table. "Dinner's ready!" 


Dinner was easy. 


The atmosphere was easy. The conversation was easy. The food was amazing. 


The people were amazing. 


Tommy knew himself and he knew how he was raised and he could read people better than 
he could read himself. He could tell Fundy was almost crying at how wonderful everything 
was. 


They didn’t have to eat in silence. 


They could fill their plate with as much as they wanted to. 


They could fill their plate with whatever they wanted to. 


There was no threat of punishment if they talked out of turn, just people diverting their 
attention to the next part of the conversation. 


Tommy could tell Fundy was overwhelmed but hiding it well. There were people genuinely 
asking about him and his hobbies and his life and the poor kid was lying as hard as he could 
while trying to keep some semblance of truth. 


"Where did you come from?" 


"Up north, near the cold." 


"What do you do for fun?" 


"Uh, competitive sports." 


"Have any siblings?" 


"Not that I'm aware of." 


That one got a laugh across the table. 


The only problem seemed to be Wilbur, which shocked Tommy. Wilbur had been so 
welcoming to Tommy when he had first come into their lives, but his behaviour towards 
Fundy was just... weird. 


He would jot it down to there not being very many hybrids in the world, but Wilbur didn’t 
strike him as prejudiced, and besides, he was pretty sure Phil was an avian hybrid, Ranboo an 
enderman hybrid (although he couldn't quite see the boy's face due to the mask and glasses he 
wore), Techno a piglin hybrid (although with no physical features), and he had a suspicion 
that Tubbo was some sort of ram, goat or bull hybrid. No, there was something else there, 
something in Wilbur's past. "You just look like someone I know." 


There was no way Wilbur had ever seen Fundy before, right? 


Of course, unless Fundy had been wiped, he was sure the boy would have mentioned it to 
him. 


The anxiety of not knowing why Wilbur was behaving so strangely buzzed in the back of his 
mind. 


But he'd been trying to stay in the present recently, so he pushed it away as Phil came over 
with dessert. 


"So," Tubbo started around a mouthful of ice cream and brownies. "You two are cousins? Not 
to be rude but," he grimaced as he realised just how offensive that sounded. 


Fundy rolled his eyes, "Our moms are human, my dad is a fox hybrid. It's genetics." 


The table murmured in agreement at the explanation, but Wilbur froze at the words, staring at 
Fundy as if he were a ghost. "What's your mum's name?" 


Tommy grimaced slightly, not enough for anyone to notice. They hadn't exactly accounted for 
this type of question. 


Luckily, Fundy's wit was as fast as his running, and he replied easily, "That's a weird question 
to ask, person I met five minutes ago." 


The table laughed and Wilbur blushed, but the look in his eyes didn't fade as he muttered out 
a half-hearted apology. 


Eventually, dessert was finished and they made their way over to the lounge room for the 
well-awaited best part of the night (according to Tubbo); presents. 


He would be lying if he said he wasn't nervous about this. 


Tommy could see his and Tubbo's joint presents underneath the tree; the duo had wrapped 
them a few nights ago at Tommy's house in bright, vibrant wrapping that Tubbo had 


practically begged Tommy to use. He could see the shape of each one and knew exactly 
whose belonged to who. 


Tubbo clapped his hands and winked at Tommy, standing up to address the room. "Tommy 
and I are going first!" He held out his hand and dragged Tommy up with him, smiling gently 
as he bent down to pick up the first present. "This first one is for Ranboo!" 


Ranboo's gift was a new face mask, and Tommy didn't need to see the guy's face to know he 
was appreciative. 


Phil received an apron with the words "Papa's Kitchen" on the front which everyone laughed 
at. 


They got Techno new weights and resistance bands and Wilbur teased him about "his 
collection growing". 


His teasing was cut short, however, when he opened his gift and inside was a replica of 
Wilbur's signature yellow sweaters, but just a shade lighter. His face was the definition of 
murderous as Tommy and Tubbo laughed. 


The family shared their thoughts on their gifts behind Tommy and Tubbo as they reached for 
the gifts they had gotten for each other. Tommy scratched at his neck. "I didn't know what to 
get you," he admitted, handing over the square-shaped gift. 


Tubbo only smiled, his face understanding as he gently pried open the paper. His gasp was 
light and full of emotion as he fully rid the present of its wrapping. "Tommy, what?" 


It was a picture frame, embarrassingly small in Tommy's opinion, but inside it held a picture 
of Tommy and Tubbo, asleep on the couch at the Minecraft's house. It was taken during one 
of their movie nights. Of course, Tommy wasn’t actually asleep in the photo, only pretending, 
but the sentiment was the same. "Wil took the picture," Tommy revealed. "He knew I was 
struggling for a gift so, he helped a bit-" He didn't get to finish as Tubbo dashed forward and 
tackled him to the ground, muttering out thanks. Tommy smiled, "You're welcome." 


The boys sat up a bit as Tubbo reached for his gift to Tommy. "It's a bit silly," Tubbo 
admitted as he pulled the present closer to him. "But, I think it suits you." 


Tommy swallowed hard, taking the gift from Tubbo with a smile. He quietly tore open the 
paper and - 


Oh. 


Oh. 


Inside was a small stuffed cow, crocheted and hand-stitched and beautiful . It had soft brown 
eyes and its hide was brown and white in little splotches and - 


Oh. 


Tommy took the toy into his hand gently, gently, gently, gently. Hands that had been covered 
in blood and bruises. Hands that had taken countless lives. Hands that had dealt far too much 
bloodshed. And they held this toy cow so gently. 


They never had toys in the Room. 


Never had stuffed animals to sleep with at night. 


Never had - 


Tommy choked back a sob and smiled, tears threatening to spill from his eyes. "Thank you," 
his voice was far from even, and perhaps there was even a voice crack, but only he and 
Tubbo would ever know. "Thank you." 


Tubbo smiled, "You're welcome, boss man." 


"Okay," Wilbur pushed Tubbo aside, kneeling down next to Tommy and reaching under the 
tree. "Our turn to give Tommy a gift." 


It took Wilbur a while to find his gift, while Ranboo had his ready, so he gave it to Tommy 
with a tilt of his head. Tommy opened it to find a keyring that said "This is my happy face," 
and Tommy tried to give a frown to play along with the joke but failed. 


Techno also had his ready for Tommy. It was a small pocket knife to the horror of Phil and to 
the amusement of Tommy. He wanted to be appreciative and not laugh but the knife hidden in 
his boot said otherwise. 


Finally, Wilbur seemed to locate his gift which had been hidden right at the back of the tree. 
"I don't know who put it back there," he panted slightly before revealing two circular gifts 
held in his palms. "They're for both of you," he gestured to Tommy and Tubbo. The two of 
them shared glances before shrugging and taking the gifts. 


They opened them at the same time and revealed identical compasses, pointing to each other. 
Turning them over, they had engraved on the back "Your Tubbo" for Tommy and "Your 
Tommy" for Tubbo. 


Tommy stood there, shook, willing himself not to cry for the second time that night. Wilbur 
smiled, "They point to each other, so you guys will never lose the other." 


It felt like more than a gift. Tommy's heart ached at the words carved into the cold metal and 
he ran his fingers over the groove. Tubbo himself was full-on crying, wiping his eyes with the 
sleeve of his jumper. "It's very poggers," he managed. 


When Tommy had escaped the Red Room, all those months ago, he had ripped out the 
tracker embedded in his thigh. He knew, otherwise, that he would have just been dragged 


right back to hell. Other than defecting in the first place, it was his final act of rebellion in 
stating that the Red Room did not own him anymore. 


Now, staring at what was basically another tracker, Tommy's heart broke. 


Because he knew, as long as his compass was in Tubbo's hands, he didn't mind being 
tracked. 


He put that compass into his pocket as Phil stepped over to him, holding out a small 
rectangular box. "Merry Christmas, mate," he said as he moved to sit back down. 


Tommy opened it to find a smartphone. 


A freaking smartphone. 


He really did not deserve this family. 


"Phil," he started, "this is way too much-" 


"Shush!" Phil interrupted, leaning back into his chair. "What's done is done!" 


Tommy smiled at him and then let his eyes roam around the room. 


In the span of a few short months, just under half a year, he had managed to worm himself 
into a family. 


He had managed to become part of a family. 


Not a pretend one for missions. Not a fake one for backstories. Not a made-up one when 
people asked. 


A real family. A family. 


He was free. 


Finally free. 


Tommy looked around and realised, for the first time in his life, that he was genuinely, truly 
happy. 


Tubbo and Ranboo leaned over his shoulder and helped him set up his phone, teaching him 
how to turn off location services and all the privacy he could put into it. Neither of them 
asked questions as he continued with his strange requests. He couldn't exactly tell them that 
he had found many targets through the tracking system in their phone. 


He watched, absentmindedly, as Phil made his way over to Fundy. "Sorry we didn't get you 
presents, mate," he offered, a sheepish smile on his face. 


Fundy rolled his eyes, but his face grew sincere as he looked around the house. "Being here 
was a present enough." 


Tommy's attention was brought back to Tubbo as the boy stood up abruptly. "I'm putting my 
presents in my room!" He announced, making his way over to the stairs. 


"Maybe I should come with you?" Techno stopped him. He presented it as a question but 
Tommy could tell it wasn't. 


Tubbo frowned, pulling away from Techno swiftly. He mumbled under his breath, "It's my 
room. It's fine." Techno sighed but let the boy run up the stairs and away from sight. 


That's when Tommy heard the sound of water splashing on the second floor. 


The chatter around him dulled and everything seemed to move in slow motion as he turned 
his head to look at Fundy. Sure enough, the kid had a focused look on his face, oblivious to 
the conversation around him. The two of them turned in unison to stare up to where Tubbo 
had just run to, and Tommy had the thought to put his phone down onto the couch before his 
body moved of its own accord, sprinting across the living room before anyone could stop 
him. He heard Wilbur shout out, "Tommy?" and the rest of them shout in confusion, but all 
he could hear was the beating of his own chest, the sound of almost silent footsteps on a 
carpeted floor and a knife being drawn from its holster. 


He didn't think tonight would be the night. 


It was Christmas. Why would she do this on Christmas? 


He raced up the stairs and flung open the door, knowing exactly what he would see on the 
other side. 


Tubbo's frightened eyes met his, a small whimper leaving his mouth. "Tommy?" He 
whispered, but he couldn't do much else due to the knife at his throat. 


Tommy followed the knife up to its wielder, and there she was. In full combat gear with her 
hood up stood a Black Widow. Her eyes narrowed at the name, "Tommy?" It sounded wrong 
in her Russian accent. "Is that what they're calling you these days?" Her mask shuffled as she 
spoke. 


"Tommy, you need to run," Tubbo gasped out, his hands gripping the arm that held him to his 
spot. "Tommy, you can't be here." 


This was wrong. 


This was all wrong. 


Why would a Widow be so bold? Widows were subtle. Their kills were clean. If she wanted 
Tubbo dead, he would be dead and she would be gone right now. 


Why was she threatening him instead? 


Why had she allowed herself to be caught in the act? 


Why, why, why, why, why? 


"Have you figured it out yet?" She asked lazily, keeping her grip on the boy strong as he tried 
to shake her off. She tutted and addressed Tubbo, "If you keep struggling, I won't hesitate." 


He stilled in her arms. His eyes pleaded with Tommy to leave, leave, leave . 


Distantly, he heard the rest of them reach the doorway, stilling as they took in the sight in 
front of them. Fundy was at the front, having run off the moment Tommy had, and took his 
spot next to the other boy. The Widow turned her gaze to him, "I'm surprised you're still 
alive." Her tone was odd, as if she genuinely cared about Fundy still being alive. 


"Tommy," Phil bit out. "Fundy, get behind us." 


The Widow snickered, "So, you haven't told them?" 


It was a taunt. Tommy knew that she knew he hadn't told him. It was all dramatic. It was all a 
show. 


This was the reason. 


He was the reason. 


"Told us what?" Wilbur gasped out, his eyes refusing to leave the sight of Tubbo with a knife 
against his throat. "What's going on?" 


Tommy tightened his jaw, "So, this was always the plan?" He spoke for the first time since he 
had seen the Widow. He noticed as the others flinched at his tone; cold, hard, unforgiving. A 
Russian accent flowed naturally from his lips. "You were never sent for him. You were sent 
for me." 


She smiled, almost proud. "Good job. Have you figured it all out?" 


Tubbo was merely a diversion. A pawn. A bargaining chip. 


They wanted him. 


"That's why Fundy was sent," Tommy continued, not taking his eyes off the small trail of 
blood that had started to flow from Tubbo's neck. "He was sent to test me." 


"Tommy?" Wilbur's voice tore through the tension, betrayed. "Tommy, what are you talking 
about?" 


The boy only continued, "You were never going to kill Tubbo." 


"I mean," she shrugged. "I still might. You never know." 


"That's why I wasn't wiped from your memories," Tommy tried his hardest to not let his 
voice shake. "They need me." 


The Widow took off her hood and pulled down her mask with her free hand, staring deeply at 
Tommy as he stood, frozen. "It's time to come back to the web, Achilles." 


He heard gasps come from the people behind him, but his focus was on Tubbo's eyes as they 
widened in understanding and then turned hard in betrayal. "Achilles?" 


Tommy turned his gaze to the Widow who had revealed her identity. "Niki?" He breathed out. 
"I thought you were better than this." 


"And I thought you wouldn't leave us!" She snarled, holding Tubbo tighter against her body. 
The boy stilled as the knife dug further into his skin. "You abandoned us." 


"I left hell," Tommy continued. "I escaped, I made it out, I was free!" 


Fundy scoffed beside him and shook his head. "No one is ever free of the Room," his accent 
had also switched back to their natural one, the one they had been raised with. "I knew this 
would happen." 


" Tommy, what the hell is going on ?" Wilbur yelled and slipped his voice into the honey- 
filled tone which Tommy struggled to fight off. 


Niki smirked, "That doesn't work on us, Mockingbird. We've been too exposed." She turned 
back to Tommy and her eyes hardened. "You need to come back with me." 


"Niki, you wanted to leave as much as I did," he tried to reason with her, tried to recall the 
lingering glances they shared among the hallways, the way their eyes turned away at the 
children's screams. "Why are you doing this?" 


She breathed out a laugh, all cold, all dry. "You know the answer, Achilles." Her eyes turned 
almost desperate. "Come with me." To strengthen her point, she dug the knife harder into 


Tubbo's skin, the boy crying out in pain as blood dripped down onto his ugly Christmas 
sweater. "You know you have to." 


"I was free," came Tommy's choked reply, and he closed his eyes as tears finally spilled down 
his cheek. "I was free." 


Together, the three of them mumbled in unison, "The web catches all." 


He raised his head, ignoring the way his vision blurred, and levelled Niki with a glare that 
could level mountains. "They only want me, right? Fundy can stay." 


The boy beside him raised his objections to that statement, but Tommy could feel the fear 
radiating off him. Niki nodded, "They don't want Vulpes. Only you." 


Tommy made his decision. 


He turned around to Fundy and gripped the boy's shoulders. "Take care of them," he ordered. 


The younger one nodded, realising that not only was it an order from an older graduate, but it 
was also a desperate plea from a friend. "I'm sorry," Fundy offered, and they both knew it was 
the sincerest the boy had ever been. 


" What the hell is going on?!" Wilbur's patience had finally run thin. 


Tommy closed his eyes to ignore the compulsion in Wilbur's voice and turned to the four men 
behind Fundy, all standing with differing levels of glares on their faces. His vision blurred 
even more. "Thank you," he choked out. "For everything. This was the best five months of 
my life." 


Ranboo stuttered, "Why, why are you saying that? Is that a goodbye? Why are you saying 
goodbye?" 


Phil's eyebrows were bunched up in worry. "Tommy, you're Theseus? Achilles?" 


Tommy choked down another sob and turned to Techno, his eyes pleading with the man, "I 
never meant to hurt your family." 


Techno only looked sad, as if he had already resigned the situation to failure. "I know." 


One more. 


He knew when he turned, when he faced the boy who had become his brother, that was when 
he would finally break. 


Tubbo was openly crying when Tommy finally brought himself around. The sight was from a 
scene in Tommy's nightmares. "Tommy?" The boy whispered. "Tell me it's not true." 


Tommy swallowed, bowing his head in answer and stepping forward. "I'm sorry." 


As swift as only a Widow could be, Niki pushed Tubbo to the side and grabbed a hold of 
Tommy's wrist, clamping down a power restrictor onto it. "There was no other way," she 
whispered. 


Tommy smiled sadly, "I know." 


And then, to the sound of his family crying out for him, the Widow and the Wolf disappeared 
with a splash of water. 
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Warnings for this chapter: 


- Child Abuse / Torture 

- Child Death 
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- Blood 


Yeah, Tommy's back in the Room and it is not a fun place to be. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


11 can't remember anything from before he was three years old. 


That was when they were all found, the perfect age to be moulded into the perfect soldier. 


They are kidnapped from homes, from childcare centres, from the streets, from the park. They 
are taken by force, or sometimes they are taken with the promise of something sweet. 
Regardless of the method, they all end up on a plane headed to Russia. 


11 is three years old when he enters the Red Room. 


Initiation is simple, really. They all line up in front of Mnemosyne, one of the first graduates 
from the Red Room, who has the ability to wipe memories. They all line up in front of her, 
most of them crying, but when they leave the room they have no recollection of their old life. 
All that exists is the Red Room. 


They receive their names then, but you could hardly call it a name. It was their number. He is 
the eleventh in line, therefore he is named Number 11. It is burned onto his lower back. 


That night they are all handcuffed to their bed. Although most of them cry (they are all three 
years old of course) one boy, in particular, is inconsolable, punching and screaming at 
anyone who comes near him. He is released from the restraints and taken out of the dorm 
room. 


They never see him again. 


11, of course, doesn't remember it, but they watch the video when they are older. 


11 is four years old when he finally wins a sparring match against a fellow recruit. He has 
been training the entire year, growing stronger and sharper and he is more intelligent than 
any four year old should be. 


He has learned the rules by this point. 


Obey all instructions. Be polite. Instructors are to be treated with the utmost respect. 


Failure is unacceptable. The consequence of failure is death. Survival is the only thing that 
matters. 


You should be thankful for punishments, they make you stronger. Take your punishments with 
gratitude. You deserve them. 


Graduated Widows and Wolves are your seniors and also deserve your respect. 


Your life is worth nothing to the Room. You are to serve or you have no purpose. 


Loyalty to the Room should be unwavering. The Room has fed you, clothed you, grown you, 
made you stronger. You owe the Room your life. 


Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything. 


He wins his match and leaves his opponent on the ground, bruises colouring both of their 
skin. He is filled with pride at the praise from his instructors and tries to push down the guilt 
from the fact that the other boy is punished with a broken arm and made to carry heavy 
blocks up and down the stairs. 


11 is five years old the first time he holds a gun. 


They have already been trained with knives but a gun is even more deadly. He knows this 
already. 


He finds the weapon is comfortable in his hands. It's almost natural how he cocks it and 
points straight at the bullseye. He misses, of course, but the next shot is closer to the middle 
than the last one, and so he is spared from punishment. 


The Red Room values perfection, and the closer you are to it, the better off you'll be. 


11 is six years old when he takes his first victim. 


He is too young to fully comprehend death, which, he thinks when he's older, is probably why 
they started so young. 


His inability to comprehend death stays with him as he grows and it allows him to survive. It 
allows him to push the guilt and heaviness and sadness to the back of his mind and focus on 
each day as it comes. 


11 is seven years old when he's sent on his first mission. Each boy is tasked with an 
individual mission. His is to break into a house, retrieve some papers that had information 


about the Room, and leave no witnesses. He is dropped off at the house and told to figure it 
out. 


He stands on the sidewalk for a while before a woman exits the house, dressed in yard clothes 
and holding a watering can. She sees him and frowns, "Are you okay, honey?" 


Seeing the opportunity, he hugs his stomach and begins to cry (fake, of course). "I can't find 
my parents," he sobs, wiping at his eyes and shuffling his feet. "And I'm so hungry." 


She lets him in with a coo and starts making him lunch. "It's okay sweetie, we'll find your 
parents." 


He sneaks off to the bathroom and finds the office in question. The mission is finished in less 
than ten minutes. 


Children are warned to never accept the supposed kindness of strangers. 


Adults should be warned to never assume a child is harmless. 


He finds out later that it was a test. He succeeds and is allowed to live. Fourteen boys failed. 


11 is eight when his class has been whittled down to fifty from over a hundred. He has made it 
Just over halfway through his training. 


They join the Widow's class for ballet. They get paired together for a duet. He is paired with 
a girl who had dark hair and even darker eyes. She barely looks at him, barely registers his 
presence, and only speaks to say, "I'm Number 93." 


He understands her, to an extent. He knows that Widows and Wolves get trained very 
similarly, but the girls perhaps have an even harder training than the boys. 


They train together for a few months and they become closer than they were at the beginning. 
They're not friends (you don't have friends in the Room) but she trusts him to catch her and 
he trusts her not to hurt him. 


One day she doesn't turn up to practice. His heart beats unbelievably fast because anything 
could've happened. She could've been sent on a mission or she could've been in punishment 
or worse... 


He is eight when he is taken to the shooting range and stares his ballet partner in the face 
and is told to shoot. The memory of the girl is wiped from him minutes later. 


11 is nine when they first start paying particular notice of him. 


He is doing routine training, competing against another boy in an obstacle course. The 
instructors had deemed it, "Everything goes," which means the boy who lost wasn't making it 
another day. He is slipping behind the other, slowly losing his grip, and he realises he 
couldn't let it end here. 


Reaching out as hard as he can, he grabs the boy's arm and attempts to pull. Instead of the 
boy struggling against him, however, the boy looks forward with wide eyes and screams, 
yelling about things that weren't there. 


He is nine when his power manifests for the first time. He is nine when he becomes the 
punishment for the boys who mess up. 


11 is eleven and he thinks it's funny that his age matches his name. He feels special, as not 
many people are able to experience this coincidence. 


He should've known better than to mention it out loud, but he is in the Top Ten and is riding 
off the high of being in his final year of training. When he tells his instructors this they sneer 
at him and drag him to one of the punishment rooms. 


They bring in a candle in the shape of an eleven and he is burned on the arm for hours. He 
doesn't feel the pain anymore. 


11 is twelve when he is Achilles. He is Achilles when he kills Number 87, second place. He is 
Achilles when he rises from the floor and bows his head to the whole of the Red Room 
watching him. He is Achilles when his body and mind is perfected. 


But secretly, he is Tommy. 


"Fundy?" Wilbur whizzed around to the boy once Tommy and the assassin had left. He stared 
coldly at the boy, eyes bubbling with anger and betrayal as he filled his words with honey, " 
Tell us what the hell just happened." 


They all watched in amazement as the boy closed his eyes and shivered before opening them 
again, tired and sad. "I promise, I will." His accent is different again, and the occupants of the 
room blinked as they tried to follow how it went from British when they met him, to Russian 
a few minutes ago and now to Dutch as he talked to them. 


Wilbur, who had just had his power have no effect on people for perhaps the third time that 
night, rushed forward and pinned the boy against the wall. " Tell me now!" 


Fundy closed his eyes again and scowled, breathing in and out a few times, much slower than 
Wilbur. "I promise, I will," he repeated. "But Tubbo needs medical attention." 


Tubbo was still on the floor, reeling from the past few minutes and probably in shock from 
the escalation of the night. He brought his hand up to his neck where the blood had finally 
stopped flowing. "Yeah," he breathed out, leaning back against his bed as his eyes slipped 
close. "Might be a good idea." Ranboo dashed forward to grab the boy before he collapsed 
onto the ground and quietly assessed the damage. "Don't feel too poggers at the moment." 


"I know, I know," Ranboo reassured as Tubbo's eyes flittered open and then close again, pain 
and discomfort clear on his face. "It's okay, you'll be good soon." 


Phil ran out of the room to find their first aid kit while Techno and Wilbur stood guard around 
Fundy, none of them willing to leave him alone with the two boys. 


Techno narrowed his eyes, "You knew Tommy was Theseus?" 


The room returned to silence as Fundy stared at the patch of water that remained on the 
ground, the only proof that the two assassins were ever even there. He looked too small, 
standing in the doorway, his face crestfallen as if the world as he knew it was ending. "Yes.' 


"So, it's true?" Tubbo asked, clenching his fists at his side. "Tommy is- he's a..." 


"I'd rather not explain it twice," Fundy interupted. "I'll wait until Phil comes back." 


Wilbur growled at him, "You're not really in the position to make orders. From our 
perspective, you're a stranger who is potentially affiliated with a murderous organisation-" 


"And Tubbo is lying on the ground, dizzy from blood loss!" Fundy retaliated, stepping 
forward into Wilbur's space. However small he was, the group could see that he was 
dangerous, very dangerous. "I'm your only reliable source of information, so we'll wait for 
Phil to come back." 


Techno and Wilbur both looked like they hated the idea with every fibre of their being, 
itching to know more information about the mess they had gotten themselves into, but 
resigned to the fact that Tubbo did, indeed, need medical attention. 


Phil returned with disinfectant and some bandages, gingerly beginning to work on the wound 
on Tubbo's neck. "It's gonna sting, mate," he warned. 


Tubbo held Ranboo's hand tightly as Phil got to work on patching him up. The silence was 
deafening as they all watched carefully, Tubbo's pained breaths breaking the quiet every now 
and then. 


Once Tubbo's wound had been dressed and Phil had put away the first aid supplies, they all 
made their way back down to the living room, Fundy sandwiched between Wilbur and 
Techno. Tubbo let out a pained groan at the sight of the stuffed cow Tommy had left behind, 
and reached for it as he collapsed on the couch, hugging it tightly in his arms. 


"Okay," Phil started, holding his head in his hands as he muttered, "I'm gonna get more grey 
hairs." He brought his face up and stared at Fundy, his gaze fierce. "First question, was that 
the agent that was sent after Tubbo?" 


Fundy hesitated, but after a glare from both Techno and Wilbur, he answered, "Technically." 
After being prompted by Phil for more information, he sighed. "The agent, Niki," the name is 
pain on his lips, "was sent after Tubbo to draw Tommy back." 


"Back where?" Wilbur asked, quick and deadly. "The organisation? The Red Room?" After 
confirmation from Fundy, he sucked in a breath. "So, Tommy is actually an- an-" 


"Assassin." Techno finished, staring blankly at Fundy. "And you are, too." 


Fundy brought his lips into a firm line, waited a beat, and then nodded. "We're called Black 
Widows and Wolf Spiders," he begins. 


Phil blinked, his face creasing at the information. "But, you're a child," he said slowly. "You 
can't be older than fourteen." 


Holding back a glare, Fundy nodded again. "I'm thirteen. I've been officially in the business 
for over a year now." 


"Thirteen?" Wilbur asked, incredulous. "You became a part of an assassin organisation before 
you were thirteen?" His voice continued to rise higher and higher. 


"We all did," came Fundy's reply. "You want information? Be warned. It's not a happy story." 


Techno closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose, disdain painting his face. "Okay, 
okay," he looked back up. "I assume you and Tommy know about us, then? Considering he 
warned the Captain about Tubbo?" 


"He really only figured it out at that moment," Fundy revealed. "But he'd known for a long 
time, he just didn't want to admit it to himself. I only found out when he came home 
yesterday." 


Sighing, Phil turned his head to the side, his eyes tired. "Start from the beginning, please?" 


Fundy crossed his arms but let his body slouch, knowing it was inevitable. "We're taken at 
three years old," he started, swallowing as painful memories flowed through his head. "Over 
a hundred of us each year. We're taken from every continent on Earth and brought to Russia 
to train. We're trained in the art of combat, in the art of stealth..." He bit back a grimace. "In 
the art of survival, basically." Breathing out slowly, Fundy continued. "At the age of twelve, 
one or two recruits become Spiders." 


Ranboo leaned forward, his body language showing his distress. "What happens to the other 
hundred kids?" 


The silence said it all. Fundy looked down, his face set in a heated glare, but they could all 
see the guilt that hid further behind his eyes. 


Tubbo choked out a sob, clutching the stuffed cow closer to his chest and leaning against 
Ranboo, who seemed to be inside his own world. Wilbur and Techno shared horrified looks, 
the latter clenching his fists so tightly that he drew blood where his fingernails pressed 
against his skin. Phil turned his head away, looking almost nauseous. "Only one or two out of 
a hundred?" He asked, his voice low and dangerous. 


Fundy nodded. 


The confirmation brought about more distress as all five men looked close to throwing up. 


Ranboo sat still, his mind reeling. It seemed familiar, why did it all seem so familiar? 


"So," Tubbo's voice cuts through the silence. "Tommy's been taken back?" He guessed. 


"We were free," Fundy whispered, his eyes closed. "We were finally free and they decide to 
rip his happiness away from him." 


Wilbur stood up suddenly, a passion burning in his eyes. "Well, we've gotta get him back!" 
He states, desperate. 


Fundy shook his head, "It's impossible. Once the Room has you in their web, no one can save 
you." 


This was not the answer Wilbur was looking for, apparently, as he scowled at the boy. "You 
and Tommy got out, didn't you?" 


"Those were flukes!" The younger boy shouts. "Every other traitor is killed and wiped from 
our memories!" 


Ranboo snapped his head up, "They erase your memories?" He asked, and his voice carries 
the knowledge of how horrible it is to wake up and not know what happened the day before. 


Tubbo clutched the cow closer to his chest. "Well, we've still got to get him back!" He urges. 
"We can't leave him there, it sounds horrible!" 


"That's an understatement," Fundy snorted, rolling his eyes. "You're raised to become a 
killer." 


The blunt response stabs them all through the heart and twists painfully. None of them have 
truly processed the information, too busy trying to deal with everything that had happened in 
just the last twenty minutes. 


"We can try, though?" Tubbo asked again. 


Fundy raised his head to stare at the ceiling, sighing deeply. "Tommy asked me to keep you 
guys safe. Deliberately walking into the Room's web is suicide. Besides," he laughed darkly. 
"I'm not risking my freedom. I only just got out." 


Wilbur glared at him, "So, you'd rather Tommy suffer just so you can run around, doing 
whatever you want? That's so selfish!" 


"It's how you survive!" Fundy yelled. "One or two out of a hundred. Do you understand what 
that means? It means I've put myself before all who were with me! And the one time I was 
unselfish," he seethed, lost in memories. "The one time I think of someone other than myself, 
I'm sent to be killed for punishment! So, no! I'm not going back!" 


"He's our friend!" Wilbur's indignant voice came through. 


"He was mine too!" Fundy screamed. 


Tubbo cried, "Why are you talking about him in the past tense? He's not dead!" 


"He might as well be!" 


They all stopped for a moment as Fundy collected himself, calming down the rage barely 
contained. He growled, "They're going to wipe his memories and brainwash him back into 
the perfect Spider. The Tommy you knew is gone. Theseus is gone. All that will remain is 
Achilles and his loyalty to the Red Room." The anger seeped out of him as reality caught up. 
"Besides, none of us know where the Room even is. We know it's in Russia but it's the 
biggest country in the world and we're blindfolded when we enter and exit. I wouldn't even 
know where to start." 


The room returned to a resigned silence at the defeat in Fundy's voice. 


But then, Tubbo remembered something heavy in his pocket, and his eyes lit up in 
excitement. "But I do!" 


Tommy had sworn that he would never be back here. 


He had run. He had run as fast as he could out of the damned white halls, away from the 
watching gaze of his superiors, across the snow and the sea and the sky. 


He had been free. For five months, five blissful months, he had been free. He had found a 
family, he had found a job and he had started to finally use his skillset for good. He had done 
good for the community, so why was he getting punished for his efforts? Why did Fate smile 
down at him so cruelly? Why had he been dragged back to his prison, his hell? 


He had sworn he would never be back here, or he would die. 


Look at him now. 


Travelling via water was never his preferred method of transportation. He had had a few 
missions with Niki before and she always insisted they travel her way. Bile rose in his throat 
as if he hadn't been feeling nauseous even before they entered her water. 


He felt his body come back into solid form and then collapse on the ground with Niki's hand 
still on a firm grip around his wrist. His knees hit the ground, hard, the floor cold and 
unforgiving, just as he remembered it. The stench of disinfectant assaulted his nose, a 
reminder of the blood that would be regularly cleaned from being spilled across the white 
tiles. 


Tommy didn't want to lift his head, didn't want to face the inevitable. He knew what he would 
see when he did though, and the thought terrified him. 


He had been free. 


"Welcome back, Achilles," spoke Eret, their eyes unseeing as he stared towards the general 
direction of Tommy and Niki. He talked in Russian, and despite Tommy's many months 
without practice, he found the language came back to him easily. "Welcome back home." 


Home? 


This wasn't his home. 


This was hell. 


Home was back with Tubbo and Wilbur and Techno and Puffy and Fundy and Ranboo and 
Phil. 


This was never home. 


Eret cooed, "Oh, the silent treatment? That's funny, you always had such a tongue on you 
before we stamped it out. 


Tommy stayed where he was on his knees, head bowed and defeated. There was really no 
point anymore, in running, in fighting, in being free. He had fallen back into the web, just as 
he had always been warned. They wouldn't let him escape again. 


"It's okay, it was always better when you didn't talk," Eret taunted, his voice harsh. "Your 
vacation is over Little Spider. Time to get back to work." 


Tommy felt the trigger wash over him, the way it always did when it came from an 
instructor's lips. His body relaxed and he could feel forced obedience weave its way through 
his mind. He had never been actively aware of it before, but his months of freedom had 
opened his mind to the realities of how the Room kept their Spiders compliant. He stood up 
from his place on the floor and lifted his head. 


The room they were in was all too familiar. An office that had a large ornate desk in the back 
centre with multiple people surrounding it. He recognised their faces, their eyes unforgiving 
as they stared down at him. Eret stood in the centre, as she always did. 


Around Eret were some of the most senior Spiders in the Room, but Tommy felt his eyes 
drawn to specifically two. Standing beside each other, one with his white-rimmed glasses and 
the other with his white mask. 


His personal instructors. 


His personal handles. 


The ones who had been tasked with his success. The ones who had ensured his victory at 
graduation. The one he reported to for every mission. 


He wanted to hate them with every fibre of his being, but he just couldn't. 


Eret spoke again, "Nikita, thank you for bringing him back to us." She smiled cruelly down at 
the Widow, his words poison. "Unfortunately, you'll need to spend a few days in 


punishment." 


Niki's jaw tightened and Tommy knew an objection was on the tip of her tongue, but she 
would never voice it. Instead, in forced politeness and barely concealed anger, she asked, 
"What was my failure, sir?" 


He tsked. "No failure, Nikita. You did indeed complete your mission by bringing back 
Achilles." They cocked their head, "Unfortunately, you let someone with valuable 
information stay alive. For that, you must be punished." 


Her muscles flexed as she nodded her head, "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." 


Eret smiled at the two. "Good. Now," he turned his head. "Dream, 404, I believe Achilles was 
under your guidance?" 


404's face didn't change as he answered, "Yes, sir." 


"Escort him back to his room, would you? And prepare him for debriefing," Eret's smile 
turned sadistic. "Make sure he doesn't escape like you let him do last time." 


"Yes, sir," they replied in unison. 


There was no fanfare, no dramatic music, no cries of agony as Tommy's superiors drew closer 
to him. There was no fighting, no struggling, no objection as they dragged him out of the 
office. Tommy let his legs walk in stride with the two by his side, walking him down the 
empty, lifeless white halls. 


He knew exactly where he was being taken, and the thought hurt him more than it should 
because he knew what he would be losing. It was more than just his freedom, it was his 
mind. 


"That was quite the stunt," Dream's voice came, taunting. "Running away from a mission like 
that?" 


Tommy remained silent. 


"Of course, the web catches all," Dream continued, his grip on Tommy's arm tightening. "You 
know that better now, don't you Achilles? Your little escape was doomed to fail." 


Tommy ignored him, staring resolutely in front of him. 


The man, however, grew impatient behind his white mask. "Did you hear me? You belong 
here, they'll never let you live." 


Tommy felt the grip on his arm tighten even more. 


"Do you even care?" Came Dream's frustrated question, his voice rising high. "Do you even 
care about what they did to us? Because of your stupidity?" 


"You talk too much, Dream," 404 cut off his tirade, his head turning to the other man sharply. 


Dream only growled, "What? You don't agree?" Though Tommy couldn't see Dream's eyes, 
he knew the man was glowering at him. "You screwed us over, Achilles. We were punished 
because of your actions." 


"We were punished for our own mistakes, Dream," 404 corrected, sounding tired. Tommy 
knew the phrase would have been beaten into them. 


They walked the rest of the way in silence. 


Eventually, they made it to a door. Tommy knew the door well. He knew the room behind it 
well. 


"Welcome home," Dream echoed Eret's words. 


404 turned to Tommy, "You are to get changed. You've been given a new suit considering you 
stole the last one." 


They opened the door and then shoved him in before closing and locking it behind him. 


The room hadn't changed since he last saw it. 


It was completely spotless, just as he had left it. No one had changed the sheets on the single 
bed in the corner, still perfect from when Tommy had made the bed that last morning. The 
bare essentials in the bathroom off to the side remained where he had put them. Walking 
further into the room, he realised the only thing that was different was the new suit hanging 
from the open wardrobe on the wall. Open because there is nowhere to hide anything in the 
Room. 


Well, almost nowhere. 


Tommy placed his hand in his pocket and felt for the cold metal that he knew would be there. 
He was aware of the camera that was in the corner of the roof behind him and knew he would 
need to hide the compass from its sight. 


He made his way over to the wardrobe and peered inside, knowing he was shielded from the 
camera's view. Then, he carefully took the compass out of his pockets and dropped it into one 
of the many on his suit. 


Breathing out slowly, he stripped off his sweater and pants, frowning at the fact that they 
would be burned soon. 


There were no personal possessions in the Red Room. 


He stared at the black suit in front of him as it hung there, mocking him. It was identical to 
the one he had worn the night he escaped, except for the white symbol on the belt which 
Tommy had covered up after a few nights wearing the suit as Theseus. The symbol stared 
back at him, reminding him of who he belonged to. 


Tommy wished against every fibre of his being that the suit didn't feel familiar and 
comforting, but it did. It always felt like a second skin, a safe covering, protection. Its kevlar 
material was somehow soft on his skin. He tucked the mask into one of the pockets, knowing 
he wouldn't need it in these halls. 


Taking a deep breath, he made his way back to the door and knocked, feeling the 
metaphorical heaviness of the compass sitting against his thigh. The door unlocked and then 
opened, and 404 and Dream immediately seized the boy once more. 


Dream smirked, staring Tommy down and scrutinising the change. "It suits you," he said. 
Tommy wholeheartedly disagreed but didn't say a word as they marched him down the 
hallway. 


There was no point in struggling. 


He wouldn't want to struggle in a few hours, anyway. 


Achilles is twelve when he graduates and is allowed to be on missions completely 
unsupervised. 


There is a certain level of pride on his face at graduation. He is the sole survivor. He was 
better than all his classmates. He is allowed to live and become a Wolf Spider. 


His first solo mission is easy. He finishes it in less than a day. 


A few weeks later he goes on his first mission that lasts longer than a month. He is not 
frightened, he knows how to survive. 


He goes to sleep at night and pretends he can't see the faces of the fallen boys when he closes 
his eyes. 


Achilles is thirteen when he first sits in on a class, not as a student but as an observer. 


He watches as the older Spider slaps a child so hard that she is thrown to the ground, but the 
girl stands right back up and bows her head and is allowed to live for her obedience. He 
pretends he doesn't see himself in the way her face is set in determination. 


The children stare at him with respect and he almost revels in it. He is a Wolf Spider, he 
survived the training. He is a force to be reckoned with. 


Achilles is fourteen when he topples an empire. 


It is easy, natural even. It is what he is raised for. The criminal organisation falls the moment 
he steps into their territory and decides that he is going to complete his mission. He relishes 
the surprise on the leader's face when he takes out ten of his personal guards and then stabs 
him through the heart with a dagger, barely even panting. 


The mission is his first major assignment and he completes it as easy as breathing. He is born 
for this. 


He receives no praise when he returns but he also doesn't receive any punishment, which is 
the best outcome possible. 


Achilles is fifteen when he notices the lingering eyes of a Widow when they pass each other in 
the hallway. 


They have been on many missions together in the past, they complement each other's styles 
enough that the Room pairs them together often. The Widow supervises him when he teaches 
the younger grades and their eyes are both sad each time they leave a lesson they have 
taught. 


A year of these moments, of a hint of solidarity within the loneliness of the Room, fills 
Achilles with a sense of dread. No matter how hard he tries, the terrified eyes of his 
classmates come back to haunt him, and the screams from the children he is now teaching 
and punishing echo through his head. 


The blood on his hands fills the air with a stench no matter how many times he washes them. 


One mission is the breaking point for him. 


Achilles is sixteen when he is assigned a mission with Dream and 404. He is sixteen when he 
realises he can be more than what they made of him. He is sixteen when he is given an 
opportunity not many will ever see. 


Achilles is sixteen when he runs away. 
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Everything was far too familiar to Tommy. 


He let his eyes roam around, as he could do nothing else but just walk where Dream and 404 
wanted him, drinking in the sighta that had haunted his nightmares since he had run away. 


It was sickening how he had memorised these halls and knew exactly where each one led. He 
knew what lay behind each closed door and knew how far down into the ground they were, to 
the metre. The smell of disinfectant was almost comforting because he had grown up 
smelling it every single morning . He knew the harsh white lighting that reflected onto harsh 
white floors and walls that blinded him like it did all those years. 


It was all far too familiar and he hated it. 


Realistically, he knew he hadn't been gone that long; only five months, less than a year. 
Compare that to the thirteen years he had lived in the Red Room and yes, of course the Room 
should be familiar to him, but he knew that his own apartment which he bought with his own 
money would always be far more familiar to him than any of the damned rooms and hallways 
in the underground bunker. 


And, because of how well Tommy knew the Red Room, and it's inner-workings and layout, 
he knew exactly where he was being taken. 


The walk felt like a death march and in a way it was. When he entered the room they were 
taking him to, Tommy would die. The memories he had made in the outside world would die. 
His freedom would die. Wilbur, Tubbo, Techno, Fundy, Puffy, Ranboo. All of it would die. 


Tommy couldn't even hope to count how many mornings he had woken up only to discover 
he had lost days from his life. He would never remember what had happened, would never 
remember the event that caused them to steal his memory from him. He could only remember 
the darkened room, the fingers wound tightly in his hair, the dizziness that would reign over 
him, and that damned chair. The only thing he could ever guess about the time that had been 
taken away from him was that it was damaging to the Red Room and therefore he was not 
allowed to keep it. It was terrifying, and Tommy could only speculate on how many months 
of his life had been ripped from him. 


And now, five months worth of beautiful memories would go down the drain, just like all the 
others that had been kept from him. 


There was no point in struggling. He never struggled any of those times in the past and he 
wouldn't now. This was the inevitability of the Room. This was the sacrifice he had made to 
save his friends. He would face it head-on, just as he was taught to. 


... But God, if it didn't tear Tommy apart inside at the thought that he would never remember 
them ever again. It would be as if they never existed in the first place. 


He would never remember the nights Tubbo had stayed over, cringe superhero movies 
playing in the background as the boys huddled close together, Tubbo understanding that 
Tommy didn't want to talk, he just needed company. 


He would never remember the sweet smell of Puffy's bakery in the early morning when she 
was still busy baking to prepare the store for opening, and the way she would be ready with 
his coffee order and sometimes a muffin. Oh God, his coffee order. He would forget his coffee 
order. 


He would never remember Phil's cooking and his warm smile and eyes, fiercely protective 
but knowing Tommy could handle anything on his own. Given time, maybe he would've 


accepted the offer that was written in the man's actions. 


Would never remember Ranboo's awkward but kind glances when everyone else was asleep 
nor the way the two understood each other better than anyone else; two kids forced to make it 
on their own in a world that didn't want them. 


Would never remember the way Techno would fiercely protect his family and how he was 
slowly becoming a part of that group or the challenge in his eyes each time Tommy tried to 
ask him which coffee order was his. 


Would never remember how Fundy had started to slowly open up to him and had slowly 
realised what freedom meant, how the boy who had been sent to be killed by him was slowly 
becoming one of his best friends. 


Tommy would never remember Wilbur's crooked smile and his stupid, stupid yellow 
sweaters. Would never remember the way Wilbur always seemed to know what he was 
thinking and how best to help him. Would never remember the sweetness of the hot chocolate 
he was offered everytime the man knew Tommy was going through something. 


None of it. 


Tommy would remember none of it. 


But what did he expect? He belonged to the Red Room. Even his memories weren't his own 
to keep. Nothing ever was. 


It was just the way it was. It was the natural order of things. 


Dream and 404 continued to walk him down the hallways, twisting and connecting between 
each other, going on for seemingly miles and miles, until they arrived. 


The door was unassuming, as they all were. It was plain white like the rest of the interior with 
a number on the front of it, the only way you could tell any of the rooms apart. Dream 
reached over and opened the door, letting go of Tommy briefly. He turned around and said, 
"Don't try anything. You know what I can do," and then walked into the room, leaving 
Tommy and 404 to follow in afterwards. 


This was the room Tommy had seen many times before, the only thing he remembered from 
when his memory would be taken. 


It was rather small, just barely big enough to fit Tommy, Dream, 404 and one other person. In 
the centre of the room was a single chair with braces around it to hold down a person's arms, 
legs, torso and head. The walls, unlike the hallways, were painted a dark grey, almost black, 
and there was minimal lighting, only a single lamp in the corner of the room. Just the 
appearance of the room itself filled Tommy with dread as he was led to the chair and strapped 
tightly into it. 


He stared in front of him, the wall also familiar to him. He could recognise every blemish on 
its surface by now. 


"Long time no see," a voice entered the room, light and teasing. Tommy couldn't turn his 
head due to being immobile in the chair, but the voice came around to his sight anyway. 


Her face, as with everything in the Red Room, was familiar. She had brown eyes that stared 
into his soul and a rounded face that might have been called kind if it wasn't pinning him 
down with a mocking grin. Her light brown hair was tied up into a braid as most Widows' 
hair was. In another life she might have been a good friend to him, but not in this one. 


Mnemosyne. But he had heard other people call her Pokimane. Widows had many aliases. 
Especially ones as old as she supposedly was, the living proof that the Room had cracked the 
genetic code. She still looked as if she was in her early twenties despite being born almost a 
hundred years ago. 


"I was wondering when I would see you in here again," she smirked, leaning down to his line 
of sight. "I missed our visits." 


He scowled, "I didn't." He received a slap on the cheek from Dream for the comment, but it 
didn't matter much to him. 


"Have you forgotten your manners, Little Spider? " Mnemosyne asked, mocking shock on 
her face. Tommy felt himself calm at the words, cursing inwardly at how the command made 
him obedient. "Maybe it would do you well to remember a little less, so you have space for 
your manners again." 


"Why is this happening?" Tommy asked, eyes narrowed. "I'm a traitor, why aren't I being 
dealt with like all the others?" 


Mnemosyne laughed, light and cruel. "That's not what happened to all the traitors. Only the 
ones that couldn't be rehabilitated," she smiled. 


The confession shook Tommy to his core, his eyes blinking in shock. "What?" He whsipered. 
"No, no that's not right. We were always told traitors were killed immediately for their 
betrayal, wait," and his voice chokes in his throat. "How many people are still here after 
running?" Panic started to creep its way up his chest. "How many times have I been here for 
running?" 


"You?" Mnemosyne shook her head. "This is your first offence, Achilles." 


The panic still didn't leave Tommy as Mnemosyne grew closer. "Why lie, why weren't we 
told this?" 


Mnemosyne shrugged, "How else were we meant to keep you obedient? Besides, that's not 
even the real reason you've been brought back." 


Tommy stared up at her with tired eyes and attempted one final stand. "Please," he begged. 
"Don't do this." 


"It's okay, Achilles," she brought a hand to run through his hair, smiling cruelly down at him. 
"Soon, this will all just be a bad dream." The hand in his hair reminded him of Wilbur, but it 
was not nearly as comforting. 


And then it began. 


He could feel as Mnemosyne's will started to slowly override his own, trying desperately to 
hold onto the memories and feelings in his head, but he knew it was all in vain. His only hope 
was that Achilles wouldn't say a damned thing about the compass in his pocket. 


You are Achilles. You are a Wolf Spider. 


Tommy snorted, "You're gonna have to try a bit harder than that." 


" 


Mnemosyne smirked and placed both hands beside his head. "I'm just getting started," she 


revealed, and then a wave of dizziness hit him as she forced her power into his mind. 


You are Achilles. You are a Wolf Spider. 


No, I'm not. 


You are Achilles. You are a Wolf Spider. 


I haven't been that for a long time. 


You are Achilles. You are a Wolf Spider. 


No, I'm Tommy. I'm Tommy, I'm a normal teenager. 


A normal teenager? No. You are a weapon of the Red Room, you obey without question and 
you complete your missions. 


I'm Tommy. I work at a cafe with Puffy- 


Puffy? Who's that? 


My boss... 


No, that's not right. Your boss is Dream and 404. Your boss is Eret. Your boss is the Red 
Room. You belong to the Red Room. 


But, what about Puffy? 


There is no one named Puffy. 


That's- no, no surely there was... 


There is only the Red Room and your missions. 


No, I had a life outside the Red Room- 


All that exists is the Red Room. 


I had friends. I had Wilbur and Techno and Ranboo, Phil, Fundy- 


Friends? Who would want to be friends with you? You are a soldier, a weapon. A weapon 
doesn't have friends. A weapon focuses on its task. A weapon focuses on its mission. 


I hang out with Tubbo- 


There is no Tubbo. There never was a Tubbo. No one by that name exists. There is only the 
Red Room and your missions. 


No, no, that's not right. There... there was a boy with brown hair and kind eyes- 


Kind? That doesn't sound right. Kindness doesn't exist. There's only pain and suffering. The 
Red Room has grown you to withstand the cruelty of the world. 


But, but there was a boy- 


All that exists is the Red Room. Nothing else. You are Achilles. You are a Wolf Spider. 


No, I'm Tommy- 


You are Achilles. 


No, I'm not, I'm Tommy. 


Achilles. 


Tommy- 


Achilles. 


I'm Tommy! 


You are Achilles. 


I'm Tommy! I'M TOMMY- 


Stop fighting, Achilles. You belong to the Red Room. You are back home. 


I'M TOMMY, I'M TOMMY, I'M TOMMY Achilles. TOMMY TOMMY TOMMY 
Achilles. Achilles. TOMMY TOMMY Achilles. Achilles. Achilles. I'M TOMMY. Achilles. 
Achilles. You are Achilles. 


I'M Achilles. 


I belong to the Red Room. 


I am a Wolf Spider. 


No one knew what to do once Tubbo had taken out his compass. 


The group all just stalled and stood around the couch, staring at the device in Tubbo's hands, 
pointing towards North-East of them, obviously to Russia. Tubbo's hands shook slightly as he 
held it up for everyone to see. 


"This is a start, at least," Phil sighed, leaning forward to analyse the compass. "Once we get 
to Russia it'll be easier to see where we're going." 


Fundy shook his head, now sitting down on the coffee table in the middle of the room. 
"You're not going to find him there," he sounded defeated. He was defeated. "This is a failed 
mission from the beginning. No one finds the Room, no one breaks in, no one rescues us." He 
hesitated at the end and then ducked his head, and the people around him pretended not to 
notice the heartbreaking admission from the boy. "It's just not possible." 


"Maybe," Wilbur started, cautious. "No one's had proper motivation before." 


The youngest boy's head shot up, his eyes narrowed in confusion and wariness. "You want to 
try this?" He asked, disbelief colouring his words. "Even with how dangerous the Room is?" 
His voice cracked, then. 


He stared at the others as they all looked at each other and then nodded resolutely. 


Techno considered the boy carefully. "It would help if we knew what we were going up 
against," it was a thinly veiled question and Fundy frowned. "We already have an idea but it 
can't hurt to have some more information." 


"The thing I'm trying to figure out," Fundy wondered allowed. "Is why they want Tommy 
back in the first place." 


At the other's encouraging looks, he continued, "Tommy wasn't erased from our memories." 
He breathed in deeply. "For a few months, there were rumours about why that was. And then 
I was sent on a mission to kill him." He laughed darkly. "As you can tell, I failed. Or rather, 
Tommy failed." 


"You were a test for him?" Techno asked as he recalled the conversation Tommy had with the 
assassin. 


"I was sent to be killed, basically," Fundy revealed nonchalantly as if this was a common 
topic. "It was my punishment, but they wanted to see if Tommy had changed at all. They 
wanted to see if he was still any good. I went into the mission knowing I was sent to die and 
just hoped he would grant me mercy." He grimaced, "Tommy was one of the best Spiders in 
the Room. There was no way I could've defeated him." 


The information hung in the air and with every word the family in front of him grew more 
and more upset. 


"So," Techno asked, his brows furrowing together. "Why did they let you live? You were sent 
to die, so why aren't you dead?" 


Fundy smiled slightly, a sad grin. "They sent Niki." The name seemed like it meant 
something to the teenager. "It's the Room's fatal flaw; they think themselves immortal, 
invincible. How could one agent do anything to topple their empire?" 


"Niki let you live?" Wilbur breathed out. 


"I'm not sure," he answered. He thought back to the conversation Tommy and Niki had. "She 
said they didn't want me. It could be that they never explicitly told her to kill me either, but it 
would've been expected. I know too much for them to let me live." 


Phil's eyes twitched, "So, is she on our side?" 


Fundy shrugged, "I can't be certain. I know she wants out but she knows as well as I do that 
it's a lost cause." 


The words settled heavily in the air as the men once again came to the conclusion that the 
Red Room absolutely sucked. 


"So," Ranboo talked for the first time in a while, his hands fidgeting with the hem of his 
sweater. His eyes still held a faraway look to them. "What do we do now?" 


He was startled by the sudden movement from Tubbo, who had jumped up from the couch 
with a fire in his eyes. "We find Tommy!" He exclaimed, holding the compass out in front of 
him triumphantly. "We've got the compass and we're Top Three Heroes and their accomplices 
and we have a highly trained secret agent! Surely, out of everyone in the world, we've got the 
best chance." 


Fundy rolled his eyes and scoffed, "Again, even if you do have that compass, what makes 
you think I'm going to come with you?" 


At that, Tubbo, who was already high on emotions, gritted his teeth and glared at Fundy, 
"Just because you're too much of a coward-!" 


"I'm not a coward!" Came Fundy's reply, the boy baring his slightly pointed teeth in Tubbo's 
direction. "I survived the Red Room, I was one of two out of hundreds of recruits, I. Am. 
Not. A. Coward!" 


"Then you would be going after Tommy with us!" 


At this point, the two boys were face to face, Tubbo staring down slightly, having just an inch 
over Fundy. Said boy clenched his hands and whispered, deadly, "You haven't seen what they 
do to traitors, Tubbo." The words sent shivers down the other's spine, Tubbo faltering back 
slightly. "I have." 


They other men all froze at the tone in the boy's voice. "Any traitor is wiped from our 
memories so we don't get any ideas of following in their footsteps, but we all know why 
we've been gathered to the courtyard," he continued weaving his tale for them, all of them 
hanging onto every word, enthralled. "A bag is placed over their head so we don't recognise 
them, but it would be useless anyway since they've been stolen from our minds. And then," 
Fundy paused, a slight shine in his eyes as he watched them lean back in horror. "They're 
whipped. For hours. And this is even after they've already been tortured for information. 
Most try not to scream. After all, we were fed with pain in our youth, but the human body can 
only withstand so much pain after a while. And then, at the end, when the traitor is practically 
begging for death, they'll select a recruit and have them shoot the traitor to put them out of 
their misery, like an animal, a dog. That's what fate awaits me if I'm caught by the Room." 


There was a silence weighing heavy on all of them as Fundy finished, chest heaving from 
painful memories which fought their way to the front of his mind. Tubbo had started crying at 
some point, clutching the stuffed toy close to him and backing away from the seething 
teenager. 


"Is that what's awaiting Tommy?" Wilbur's voice calls out, dead and lifeless. 


Fundy shook his head. "No," he revealed, eyes vacant as he thought over the events of the 
evening. "No, they would've erased him from our memories. But they didn't. And they 
would've sent a more experienced Spider than me to kill him, but they didn't. And then when 
Niki finally came, she said she was bringing him home. I don't know why but they want 
Tommy back." 


Phil sighed once again, eyes closing as a headache started to form. "Fundy, I know you don't 
want to go back there," he paused. "I can't even imagine what that would have been like," 
Fundy looked down. "But we can't do this without your help. You know more about this 
situation than anyone else. We need you." 


"I just-" Fundy stared at them with broken eyes. "I can't." 


"Tommy needs you," Techno said suddenly, the man staring down at the teenager. "You said 
he's your friend, right?" Fundy nodded hesitantly while Techno narrowed his eyes. "Wouldn't 
you want him to come find you?" 


Fundy glared at Techno and spat out, "No, actually. Tommy understands just as well as I do 
what would happen if we attempted what you're talking about. Tommy doesn't expect a 
rescue mission. He knows it's impossible." 


The two of them stared at each other for a few moments before Techno spoke up again. "I'm 
not trying to compare situations," he started, looking coyly to the side while Phil turned to 
him with a pained look. "But I can understand where you're coming from, probably more 
than 


the others." Techno gritted his teeth as if it was almost painful for him to speak about it. 
"When I was a kid I was forced into illegal fighting rings until Phil rescued me. I never 
wanted to go back once I had left, but when we had the chance to rescue the children that had 


been left behind?" He breathed out a sigh, "I was the first to sign up for the mission." Techno 
levelled Fundy with a stern glare. "It hurts, of course it does, and there's always a risk. But 
we're going to try our damned hardest to make sure both you and Tommy come back alive." 


All five of the superheroes stared at Fundy as the boy seemed to weigh up his options, eyes 
flickering to analyse each of their faces. "You have no idea what you're up against," he urged, 
repeating again the sentiment he wanted them to understand, but he seemed resigned to their 
wishes. 


Wilbur smirked, hope bubbling up inside him. "But you can teach us." 


Achilles woke in the chair. 


He frowned. That was different. Usually they knocked him out and he woke up in his room 
after having his memory wiped. 


What was wrong? 


Despite the weirdness of the situation, it was still a familiar sight. 


Mnemosyne stood in front of him, a curious expression on her face. "Achilles," she said. 
"What do you last remember?" 


What did he last remember? 


"I was on a mission with Dream and 404," he answered obediently, like he had been taught. 
"We went to Logstedshire to gain information on a target and..." he trailed off, not wanting to 
reveal what he had heard there. "And that's all I remember." 


He heard Dream growl and then realised that his two superiors were in the Room with them. 
"What did you see there?" Dream asked, coming face to face with Achilles. The boy couldn't 
see beyond the mask but knew Dream had to be furiours. "We know you saw something, 
what did you see?" 


Something nagged at the back of his mind, as it often did after a session with Mnemosyne, 
but he waved it off. His silence seemed to only enrage Dream further, and the man grabbed a 
fistful of Achilles' long hair- 


Wait. 


Long hair? 


Achilles had short hair. 


Why is it so long? 


How many months had he lost this time? 


"Tell us what happened now, or it's three weeks in the sensory deprivation room," Dream 
promised, and Achilles knew he would follow through on it. 


Achilles closed his eyes and sighed, all energy leaving his body. 


He couldn't get away with this. 


"I heard you and 404 talking about the mission," Achilles revealed. He opened his eyes and 
stared at the white porcelain mask that held no expression. "The real mission," he whispered. 


Dream stood still for a second before slamming Achilles' head against the back of the chair. 
"Well," he snarled. "Thanks to you, that mission has been delayed." 


That was when enough of Achilles' senses came back to him that he started to wonder what 
they had made him forget. What had happened on the mission that they dragged him back 
before it was finished? 


"We're still doing it, then?" Achilles asked, his mouth dry. 


"Yes," Dream replied, voice laced with anger. "And this time, you're going to complete it." 
Then he stood back and gestured to Mnemosyne. "He wasn't supposed to know the real 
purpose of the mission and we still have to wait another month for the circumstances to be 
right again." He shrugged and then stared back at the boy with no remorse. "We can't have 
him stewing in it for that amount of time. Take away the whole mission from him." 


Achilles didn't struggle as Mnemosyne crouched down in front of him and placed her hands 
against the side of his head. This was familiar to him, even the dizziness as he started to black 
out. 


One thing that was not familiar, however, was the weight of something in his pocket. 


Achilles didn't struggle as his memories started to fade, but he still had a bit of rebellion left 
in him. 
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Fundy really, really didn't think this was a good idea. 


The others had at least had the sense to not immediately rush headfirst into Russia trying to 
find Tommy. Instead, they had all gone to the Hero's Committee's headquarters and directly 
to Phil, Wilbur, Techno, Tubbo and Ranboo's office. 


Fundy also thought this was a bad idea. 


Sneaking a former Russian assassin into the highest-security building in the world? 


He wondered how any of them had survived this long. 


Thankfully, or rather, exactly as expected, because of the others' status as the top superheroes 
in the world, no one really batted an eye when there was just another person walking into the 
office with them the next day. It helped that Fundy was wearing one of Tubbo's hoodies, 
blending in as well as he could with the group. He would never admit it, but that morning 
when he had put on the hoodie and felt the softness that was so foreign to him, he almost shed 
a tear. But he didn't. He was a Wolf Spider. 


The receptionist at the front counter gave them a quick nod, and then a curious glance 
towards Fundy, but otherwise didn't say a word as the six of them made their way to the 


elevator, Phil scanning his card once inside and pressing the number for the second-highest 
floor. 


"Second-highest?" Fundy asked, smirking. "The Top Three Heroes don't even get the 
penthouse?" 


Tubbo turned to him, a pained smile on his face. "The top floor is for the director; Schlatt." 
He sighed, turning away and gloomily adding, "My father." 


Fundy blinked, "Your father?" 


Schlatt, although being the director of the Hero's Committee, was a private figure. No one 
knew anything about his personal life, other than the fact that the Captain was related to him 
in some way, his wife had died many, many years ago, and he had a son. That was it. That 
was all anyone knew about the man who had started an empire and led the world into a new 
era of peace, the man who had started the first official superhero company under one 
leadership. 


Fundy, of course, knew almost everything there was to know about the man. The Red Room 
wanted to keep a particularly close eye on the superheroes. 


Now that he was looking, though, he could see some resemblance between the two. The most 
obvious similarity being the small horns poking out of Tubbo's unruly hair. They were barely 
visible, mostly blending into his curls, but they were the same colour and style as Schlatt's 
own, much larger horns curling around each other on the top of his head. Another similarity 
being their hair colour, both a dark, russet brown. 


But, that was where the similarities ended. 


Where Schlatt walked up on stage, smug, over-confident and with a glint in his eyes that said 
"I'm smarter, richer, and better than you in every way", Tubbo was small and humble, but 
anyone who knew him knew that he was possibly the smartest person in the room at any one 
time. Schlatt was often far too serious, even for his position, while Tubbo lit up a room 


whenever he entered and made his presence known, not for being intimidating but for just 
how lovable he was. 


How Tubbo ended up how he was while being raised by that man, was a mystery far behind 
Fundy's investigative skills. 


Eventually, after an extremely long elevator ride, the group had made it to the second-highest 
floor. 


As soon as they walked through the door, Tubbo ran straight for a desk on the far side of the 
room, plopping down and immediately working on the computer, the others trailing in as if 
this were a regular occurrence. While they all trickled in, Fundy took the time to do a sweep 
of the space. 


It was large, almost three times the size of Tommy and Fundy's apartment, and incredibly 
spacious. The two walls parallel to each other were made up of panels of full-length 
windows, showing the skyline of Esempee in its full glory. The wall behind them consisted of 
the entrance to the room with a kitchen on one side of the elevator and what appeared to be 
the entrance to the bathroom on the other side. Opposite to this was a lineup of five desks, 
obviously for each of the men he had come here with, while a couch faced the desks where a 
large tv hung suspended in the centre of the room. 


Fundy thought the place was nice, but he didn't like that there was only one exit and entry 
into the room, making it extremely difficult to escape in case of an emergency safely. 


Fundy thought the place was nice; sure, it was decorated well and it was spacious and it wore 
all the markings of a 1% home, but there was only one door. 


There was only one escape. 


How did they feel so safe in such a dangerous place? 


He followed the others to crowd behind what appeared to be Tubbo's desk, watching as the 
boy's hands flew across the keyboard. 


"Okay," he started, turning specifically to Fundy and levelling him with the most serious look 
he had seen on the boy's face since Niki had held a knife up to his throat. "This is all we have 
on the Room so far, it's really not much but we thought it was a lot at the time." 


He turned the monitor towards Fundy who analysed the information on the screen. There 
were pictures of Spiders undercover; security footage, accidental photographs where a Spider 
was in the background, sometimes even deliberate photos, although those were rare. His eyes 
focused on a video that was playing on loop, a Black Widow taking down some guards in an 
alley. She looked familiar to him, but he couldn't quite remember her name, only recognising 
her from around the hallways and at his Graduation Ceremony. 


Tubbo fidgeted in his seat, uneasy. "That girl," he hesitated, his eyes going back to look at 
her. "Well, we know now that they do use children but," he turned to Fundy, pain showing in 
his eyes. "How old is she?" 


Fundy thought back to his memories of her, of the small glimpses he had gotten before his 
time at the Room had come to an end. "She's older than me, she was at my graduation, and I 
think she might have supervised one of my classes? If I had to guess, she'd be around 
eighteen now, and," he glanced at the timestamp in the corner of the video. "She was fourteen 
or fifteen at the time of this video." 


Phil, who held a firm grip on Tubbo's chair, clenched his fist even further, leaving indents 
into the fabric. His eyes hardened as he watched the video. "It's sick," he spat out. 


The youngest of them shrugged, "It's normal for us." 


Silence fell over them, as it often did whenever they thought too hard about the Red Room 
and the implications of their business. 


Tubbo swiped across the screen, showing a bit more of the information he had gathered. "So, 
all the concrete information I had on them was that it was a Russian organisation that had 


once been connected to the government but, at some point during the turn of the century, split 
off and went completely underground, although it had been one of the most secretive 
operations even beforehand." He pulled up more footage of agents, along with a few 
encrypted messages. "They trained up agents to completely blend in with their surroundings, 
and they are masters of almost everything, from combat to knowledge to investigative skill to 
hacking to languages." Tubbo turned to Fundy, a small smile on his face. "Is it true you are 
fluent in over a hundred languages?" 


Fundy smirked. "Ja. Ik ken bijna elke taal op aarde," he spoke in Dutch and then switched 
over to Japanese. “€ UCT, FISHER Cb RTNC ERETI." 
Deciding to take it one step further, he finished in Greek, "Eivo ečoipetiá yooo." 


Wilbur huffed, "Show off." 


Tubbo's smile widened even further. "You have got to teach me a language someday! I've 
always wanted to learn German!" 


Fundy laughed, but it was cut off by a concerning groan from Ranboo, who was hunched 
over with his hand gripping his hair tightly. Tubbo turned around in his chair and leaned up to 
grab Ranboo's hands, bringing them down and calming the boy with soft affirmations. 
"You're okay, Boo, you're here at the Hero's Committee. Do you remember us coming here?" 
The words did nothing for the tall boy, however, as he collapsed further in on himself. 
"Ranboo," Tubbo continued, pulling their hands closer to his chest. "Do you need to sit 
down?" 


The boy shook his head violently, but then let out a pained moan as he hunched further over 
himself. Then, completely unexpectedly, out of his mouth came, "Ik ken nederlands." He 
ripped his hands away from Tubbo and brought them back into his hair, his knees hitting the 
ground. "-¢ L TAMILA AEA Hl > T LY EF." His head shot up to stare at Fundy, his eyes 
obscured by his sunglasses, although Fundy could guess the expression they held on the other 
side. "Kat épo eAAnvucd." A gasp escaped his lips, and then he spoke a language that Fundy 
had not before, a language he could understand but never speak. "EOA tho 2 o& AOA OEusw 


UAASnASus?" 


The language of the Endermen. 


This just got a whole lot more complicated. 


"Ranboo," Techno asked, his voice flat and on edge. "What was that?" 


Ranboo sighed deeply, seemingly coming out of whatever trance he had found himself in. "I 
don't know," he gasped out, bringing his hands down from his hair to clutch at his chest. "I 
have no idea." 


Fundy frowned, watching as Ranboo became more aware of what was happening around 
him. "Ranboo, what’s the number on your back?" 


The boy's head shot up towards him. "Wh- What? How do you know? No one knows." His 
voice was coated in confusion. 


Phil came to stand behind the still frightened boy, staring at Fundy in confusion and wariness. 
"What's all this, then?" 


Fundy ignored the man, however, and focused back on Ranboo. "What’s the number on your 
back?" 


The boy stuttered and stumbled, his hands fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. He gulped 
harshly before forcing out, "98." 


Fundy hummed and narrowed his eyes. "And how old are you?" 


"Mate," Phil warned, his eyes taking on a dark look, but Ranboo waved him off. 


"Techno found me four years ago, and we think I was twelve so..." he trailed off and 
shrugged his shoulders. "Maybe sixteen, seventeen?" 


Nodding, Fundy turned to Tubbo and motioned for him to leave the chair, "Let me try 
something." Tubbo, still dazed from Ranboo's sudden meltdown, stood up from the chair and 
let Fundy sit down. "Since I don't know your exact age, I'll have to do searches," he 
mumbled, his eyes flickering across the screen as pages and pages of encrypted documents 
and photos appeared. It only took a second, however, for him to retrieve the information he 
needed. "Class of 2015?" He asked himself, pulling up the relevant documentation, before 
shaking his head. "No, 2016?" 


"How do you have access to this?" Tubbo asked, leaning forward into Fundy's space, eyes 
filled with a dangerous curiosity. "I searched for weeks and found almost nothing." 


Fundy smiled as his eyes continued to stay locked onto the screen in front of him. "You just 
have to know where to look." Then he paused and looked away sheepishly, "And, I once 
memorised the code from a superior, otherwise none of this can be found anywhere, it's the 
most secure site in probably the whole world. Like I said," his eyes shone with anger. "The 
Red Room's fatal flaw is they underestimate the effectiveness of the weapons they've made." 


Once again, he pulled forward pages and pages of documents before entering the number 98. 


A photo appeared of a young boy, aged around eleven years old, looking into the camera with 
a blank expression. Although that was strange in and of itself, it wasn't the reason for Fundy's 
slumped posture, Wilbur's horrified eyes, Phil's dangerous glare, Techno's dark look, Tubbo's 
fearful cries or Ranboo's splitting headache. 


The boy in the photo was strange, with half white, half black hair that continued down his 
skin. He had red and green eyes that stared through the screen, lifeless, and he was lanky and 
thin dressed in a black suit that fit him almost perfectly. 


Behind Fundy, he heard swearing and cursing as they all took a moment to take in the photo, 
and felt as Ranboo drew closer and closer to the screen. "Is that?" He paused for a second, 
reaching his hand to lightly stroke the photo. "That's me." He breathed out shakily. "That's 
me!" 


A silence fell across the room as they all stared at the image on the screen, staring back at 
them mockingly. 


"Fundy," Wilbur whispered, unable to take his eyes away from the screen. "What is this?" 


The boy had a sour expression on his face, turning to look at Ranboo with an apologetic look 
in his eyes. "It's the Red Room's database. This is Number 98 from the Class of 2016." He 
scrolled down, and they all saw more information relating to the boy printed across the 
screen. "Number: 98. Species: Hybrid, Enderman origins. Powers: Teleportation. Status: Ran 
away during a training mission in Russia, in November 2015, never recovered, assumed 
dead. Wiped from classmates' memories due to suspicious circumstances. " 


A simple answer to a much, much more complicated question. 


Techno grunted, "I found Ranboo over Christmas, that year, in Russia." 


"Does that mean-" Tubbo started before cutting himself off, staring at Ranboo who still hadn't 
moved since the information had come up on the screen. 


His hand shaking lightly, Ranboo reached up to take his glasses off, revealing his eyes to be 
the same shade of green and red as in the photo. "That's where I'm from," he said, numbly. "A 
child assassin. All this time, I've been trying to figure out who I was, where I'm from, why 
the first twelve years of my life are nothing, I-" Fingers running over the words 'Number: 98’. 
"This whole time I've been searching for a family and..." he trailed off, his eyes closing shut 
tightly. "I never even had one." He opened his eyes suddenly and stared at Fundy, a new 
intensity behind them. "Did Tommy know?" 


Fundy shook his head, "If he did he never told me, but look," he pointed to the screen again. 
"Wiped from classmates' memories’, he wouldn't have remembered you anyway." 


"I was in Tommy's class?" Ranboo's eyes widened even further if that was possible. "No, 
that’s impossible. He’s older than me, he was already eighteen when we met him.” 


Fundy stared at him, confused. “What?” 


Tubbo blinked and looked at Phil, whose face was quickly souring. “Is he not? That's what 
Phil told us, that's what Tommy told him.” 


“He’s sixteen, graduated at 12, four years ago, almost five,” Fundy explained. "Look," he 
swiped out of Ranboo's file and typed in a new word: Achilles. 


While Fundy pulled up the file on Tommy, the others behind him all turned to each other in 
disbelief. “He’s younger than me?” Tubbo asked, voice blank, and then turned to Ranboo. 
“He’s a year younger than us?” Anger and shock began to seep through. 


“He’s so young,” Phil muttered, his hands clenching. “I thought he looked young but not that 
young, and he’s living by himself and working two jobs - “ 


“Don’t act so surprised,” Fundy mumbled, turning around, confused. “You’ve heard about 
how the Room raised us. We’re taught to be independent from basically three years old. 


Unlike Ranboo, whose file was almost embarrassingly empty, this file was filled with pages 
and pages of information. The photo at the top showed a boy who was familiar and at the 
same time wasn't. 


It was Tommy but it wasn't Tommy. This boy was far too cold to be Tommy. His face was 
void of any emotion as he stared into the camera, his eyes dull and far from the brilliant blue 
they had been during his time in Esempee. 


Fundy read out the information on his file, "Name: Achilles. Number: 11. Species: Hybrid, 
Avian origins-" Phil perked up at the information, paying closer attention to the file. "Powers: 
Manipulation of a person's reality, able to force people to experience horrific events, still 
under experimentation-" 


Wilbur swore, his eyes wide at the reveal. "I thought he was powerless?" 


Fundy remembered stories of boys who had returned from punishments, dazed and 
dissociated. Boys who spoke in hushed whispers about the horrors they saw, and even more 
who wouldn't speak a word on it. He remembered one boy who had described a Spider with 
golden hair and pale blue eyes, who stared down hauntingly at him before clasping a hand 
around the boy's wrist, sending him into a nightmare of his own creation. Fundy remembered 
the fear that welled up inside him, the fear that kept him in line, the fear that kept him 
obedient. He never wanted to meet the nightmare. 


But now, he had. 


He had met the boy (because he really was only that, a boy). He had met the boy and the boy 
had spared him. He had stayed with the boy and the boy had bought him clothes with already 
sparse money. He had lived with the boy and the boy had invited him to a Christmas dinner. 


He had met the boy and seen how he brought joy, and he couldn't wrap his head around how 
that same boy could bring so much terror. 


Fundy continued, "Status: Alive, graduated Wolf Spider from the Class of 2016." He stopped 
then and scrolled down further before shutting down the file, closing his eyes and taking in a 
deep breath. "The rest is just his missions. You don't want to read them." 


An uneasy silence rested among the group, Tubbo holding Ranboo tightly as the boy stared 
blankly forward while Wilbur, Techno and Phil all looked like they wanted to punch 
someone, hard. "Why does Tommy have a name but Ranboo doesn't?" Tubbo asked, his 
voice small but still filling the completely silent room. 


Fundy's eyes hardened. "In the Room, you're not important until you graduate. When you 
arrive you're given a number," he stood up slowly and lifted the back of his hoodie, revealing 
the number '27' burned into his lower back. "You earned your name when you became a 
Spider." 


"Why did you never tell us, Ranboo?" Wilbur asked, painfully. 


Ranboo shrugged, eyes still glued to the screen even as it shut down. "Didn't want to be more 
of a freak than I already was," he answered, fingers coming up to graze where his own 
number would be. 


"Tommy's powers - under experimentation?" Phil asked, his voice thick. "And, and he's an 
avian hybrid?" Behind him, Phil's wings twitched and shook as everyone turned to him. "An 
avian, growing up in those conditions. He needed a flock, he needed a nest-" He cut himself 
off harshly as a distressed chirp left his lips. "He's a hatchling." His eyes met Techno and then 
Wilbur, the three of them sharing a silent conversation before Techno narrowed his eyes and 
looked away, Wilbur and Phil looking on painfully. 


The information they had learned that morning, about Ranboo, about Tommy, about the Red 
Room, hung heavy in the air as they all came to terms with the revelations. 


"I need a moment," Tubbo groaned, letting go of Ranboo momentarily to grip at his hair. 
"This is way too much first thing in the morning." 


Wilbur hummed in agreement, "Yeah." He stared at Ranboo and then turned to Fundy. "Can 
we go back to the fact that Ranboo is from the Red Room? Don't think my mind has fully 
grasped that yet." 


Ranboo groaned as another headache hit him, "Can we not, actually?" When he looks up, and 
he still hasn't put his sunglasses back on, his eyes are dazed and filled with tears. "I need," he 
swallowed. "I need some time - by myself," he added, pointedly staring at Tubbo who stared 
back with sad but understanding eyes. He then walked into the bathroom on the other side of 
the floor and shut the door behind him. 


While they all stared at the closed door, Wilbur turned to Fundy and stared, curiously. "So, 
what's your power?" He asked. "Obviously, you're a fox hybrid, anything more than that?" 


"I have increased speed and agility due to my heritage," Fundy revealed as he stared down at 
his hands. "I also have an affinity with computers, more on the coding side than hacking, 
though, so the Room never saw it as useful." 


Tubbo's eyes lit up, "Hey! Computer buddies!" He held out his fist in front of Fundy, who 
stared at it in confusion. "Come on," Tubbo urged. "Don't leave me hanging!" 


"What?" Fundy's face held one of pure, unfiltered confusion as he stared at the offered fist. 
"What is this?" 


The other boy's face dropped slightly before he put up another smile. "A fist bump," he 
slowly reached out his hand for Fundy's own, eyes seeking permission which the younger 
boy hesitantly gave. Tubbo helped Fundy form his own fist before guiding it to his other hand 
which still hovered in the air. "It's like, a greeting. Or just a display of affection when you 
think something is cool." He touched the fists together and watched as Fundy's eyebrows 
furrowed together. 


"Cool," Fundy echoed, the word sounding almost foreign on his tongue. He withdraw his fist 
and stared back at Tubbo, his face almost forming a smile. "Cool." 


They were jumped out of their interaction by a cough from Phil, who was looking at the two 
with what could only be described as fatherly affection. "This is lovely, really great bonding, 
but we need more of a plan if we're going to infiltrate the most secure organisation in the 
world." He smirked at Fundy, "What have you got for us, mate?" 


Fundy stared at them, eyebrows knitted together before a mischievous smirk broke out on his 
face. "Do you guys have access to a plane?" 


Achilles woke up at 5:30 am when his alarm clock echoed across the room. Strange, usually 
he would be up just before the alarm clock had time to sing its song. 


He trained for an hour, but unfortunately, his performance didn't satisfy the superiors. He was 
sloppy, slow, uncoordinated. His muscles felt like they hadn't been used properly in months. 


What had happened? Why was he suddenly... incompetent? 


Needless to say, he didn't receive breakfast that morning. He sat at the table, staring into an 
empty bowl, trying to ignore the pain growing in his stomach. The pain was too great for just 
one meal missed, and Achilles didn't like the implications that he had grown weaker. 


When his training extended into the day, he didn't receive lunch. And when his training 
extended into the evening, he didn't receive dinner. And when his training extended into the 
night, he didn't allow himself an early sleep. 


No matter what he did, it wasn't enough. 


By the end of the day, not only was he exhausted, but he could almost sob from the hunger 
pains growing exponentially. He went to bed starved, worry creasing his brow as the pain 
struck him like it never had before. What had happened to him? He was used to not being 
fed, so why was his body reacting in such an intense way? 


Achilles woke up at 5:30 am, in time with the alarm clock again. Better than the morning 
before, but still worrying as it showcased a change in behaviour, and if there was one thing 
the Room detested it was a change to the behaviour they had forged into them. 


He trained for an hour, but unfortunately, again, his performance didn't satisfy the superiors. 
Instead of going to breakfast and sitting at an empty plate, however, he continued to train, 
and he revelled in the proud looks his superiors gave him. 


Letting his frustrations out on the practice dummies, he kicked one to the ground, hard, 
before throwing a knife into the throat of another and shooting the final one in the head. The 
dummies knit themselves back together as Achilles stood, ready to begin his attack anew. He 
could feel the watchful gaze of people above him but he shut the sensation out and focused 
solely on improving. 


He didn't know what he had done to have his mind erased, and he didn't know how much 
time he had lost this time around, but he was going to make sure it did not interfere with his 


training. There was a reason he was one of the best Spiders in the Room and he was not about 
to lose that title. 


When lunch rolled around he still wasn't allowed to eat, but that was alright, as Achilles was 
still in the training room, this time engaging with one of the many obstacle courses that hung 
many feet in the air. He completed the course in a good amount of time, but it was still 
leagues below his personal best. 


Again. 


He ran through the course. 


Again. 


He fought the practice dummies. 


Again. 


He sparred against a fellow Spider, one year his senior, Purpled, and lost. 


Again. 


He stabbed at a dummy with all of his strength until not even the cutting edge technology 
could knit it back together. 


Again. 


He shot a target for an hour until he made a hundred perfect bullseyes in a row. 


Again. 


When dinner came around, he still wasn't allowed to eat, but that was alright, as Achilles was 
still in the training room. 


He went to bed hungry, again, but feeling more satisfied than the day before. 


Achilles woke before his alarm clock could even begin to whisper. 


He trained for an hour. Sweat rolled down his forehead and back, but he gave it his all as he 
felt the superiors' eyes trace his movements across the room. 


When he sat down at breakfast time, a bowl of food was placed before him. 


Face blank of any emotion despite the way his stomach screamed painfully at the smell, he 
dug into it and savoured it as if it were the last meal he would ever be given. 


Who knows? It might be. 


As he slowly began to consume the nutrient-rich grain that had been his breakfast for the last 
thirteen years, he couldn't help but think, "7 really wish this was a blueberry muffin." 


Wait. 


What? 


Where had that thought come from? 


Achilles had never even seen a real blueberry muffin before, let alone eaten one, so why had 
his brain provided such a strange thought? 


"A blueberry muffin?" He thought again, and his brain helpfully responded with, "And a 
caramel macchiato with extra caramel." 


What the hell? 


What the hell even were those words? 


Something flashed in Tommy's- 


What. 


No, he was Achilles. 


But he always called himself Tommy, didn't he? 


It doesn't matter. He was Achilles. He was a Wolf Spider. That was all that mattered. There's 
no time for childish nicknames. 


Life doesn't have to be like this. 


Yes, it does. 


When Achilles returned to the training room it was with new fervour as nothing could stand 
in his way. 


He'd do anything, anything, anything, anything to distract himself from the strange buzzing in 
his mind. 


How many months did you lose this time, Achilles? 


Translations: 

*Yes, I know almost every language on earth. 

*And I am fluent in all the most common languages in the world. 
*It is extremely useful. 


*I know Dutch, and I know Japanese, and I know Greek. How do I know these languages? 


Chapter End Notes 


I am so sorry if I butchered anyone's language, I used google translate for this. 


Also, hi! This story has way too many plot holes for me to fix so we're going down with 
the ship, boys. 


If you see a mistake, shh, no you don't. 


Tubbo Talks To His Father 


Chapter Notes 
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- Degrading language to kids 
- Mentions of violence 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Achilles liked to think, even with the watchful eyes and cold gazes of his superiors, even with 
the literal years of brainwashing that they had done to him, even with the torture and the 
brutality he experienced in his youth, that he still had some of himself that the Room hadn't 
managed to scrub away. 


Not that they didn't try. 


He had always been talkative as a child, conversing animatedly to the other boys in his class 
about everything and anything. They all often preferred to ignore him, but he found that he 
hadn't particularly minded. His voice carried, too; it was loud, overbearing, hard to ignore. 
Overheard in hallways, older Spiders had always commented, "If only he could turn that 
energy to more important things, he's not going to survive if he's too much all the time." 


They were right and wrong because he didn't survive by being too much all the time. He 
survived by adapting. 


At around the ages of five and six was when he started to reign it in, learning from the harsh 
complaints and even harsher slaps from his instructors to be quiet. "Wolf Spiders hunt in the 
dark," they had said. "You must be silent." 


And so, as the years went on, Achilles learnt to use his voice less and less and use his other 
senses much more. 


There was an ache, as well, in his younger years, an ache for a family. An ache for 
community, for friendship, for love. He knew it was a hopeless ache, knew his life in the 
Room would never allow for such trivial matters. So, he pushed down every instinct that told 
him to cling, cling, cling to people, friends, family, cling, safe, home, nest . It was pointless, 
and if he was going to survive and become a Wolf Spider then he needed to forget about such 
childish dreams and focus on growing stronger, faster, smarter. 


As much as his personality - when he was young - was explosive and outgoing, there was a 
glint in his eyes even as a toddler that told people there was more than what they originally 
saw. Achilles learned and he learned fast. 


In no time at all, Achilles became the best in his class, the favourite, if you will, to graduate 
and grow into a full Wolf Spider. They believed they had broken him down and built him 
back up as the perfect soldier, obedient and heartless. 


They were so wrong. 


It was why, when Achilles woke after having his memory erased (he always knew, there was 
that faint buzzing in the back of his head) and immediately felt something up against his 
thigh, hidden in the pockets of his suit, he didn’t say a word. Didn’t even let his face or body 
betray him, knowing the camera in the corner would pick up on any movement. He knew he 
couldn’t bring it out to look at it here either, due to that stupid camera again. 


He guessed it would just eternally stay a secret, hidden deep in his pockets until he somehow 
fleed from the watchful eyes of the Room. 


Like that would ever happen. 


There were no personal clothes in the Red Room, no shirts or jeans or dresses of any kind. 
Those were only for missions, and even then they were only for missions that required that 
kind of attire. Otherwise, Spiders stayed in their suits for days, even as they slept. 


It was good training, the Room said, to be ready at a moment's notice. No time to waste 
during an emergency. 


There was no need for Achilles to change out of his suit, other than for it to be washed 
(which would then result in him wearing the second suit, identical to the other one). And so, 
the mysterious object stayed in his pocket. 


It was only during a shower one morning when Achilles had the courage (or maybe stupidity) 
to turn his back to the camera in his bathroom and peer into the pocket, trying to act as 
natural as possible. He could be checking for stains, or he could be checking for various 
kinds of threats that some person may have hidden in his pocket (all reasonable concerns 
when you lived in the Room). Hoping he looked as innocent as possible, he opened the 
pocket so that only a sliver of shiny metal shone from deep beneath the black fabric, still 
mindful of the camera. 


It was... 


A compass. 


Why was there a compass in his pocket? 


Why would he even need a compass? 


Daring, and praying to any higher power that there was that he wouldn't be caught, Achilles 
opened the pocket further and caught a single name etched into the metal. 


'Tubbo'. 


What? 


What the hell kind of name was that? 


Tubbo? 


Aware that it had gone on for long enough, Achilles carelessly threw his suit onto the ground 
without a second thought and hopped into the shower, once again hoping he was acting 
natural enough to bring no suspicion into the situation. 


He only had two minutes in the shower before it turned off, but he used the time to think 
about what the compass and the name could have meant. 


Was Tubbo someone he had met in the past? Was it the reason Achilles' memories had been 
wiped again? Why was this person so important that he would have a compass with his name 
on it? 


Did... Did it lead to the person? 


Did that person have one that led to him? 


Now, Achilles knew he was jumping to conclusions, making connections with extremely 
limited information, and he knew the leaps were probably illogical. He knew it was a far- 
fetched idea that any of that was even possible, and yet... 


Something felt... right about it. 


Don't act without proof. Wait, Little Spider. 


And he wasn't acting, no, definitely not. But he was at least considering the chance that 
maybe, just maybe this was right. 


A dull ache and a spike of something like a flame filled Achilles' chest. If someone had a 
compass that led right to him-. 


He could leave this place. 


What? Why would you want to leave? The Room has raised you, grown you, fed you, housed 
you, clothed you, made you into something better. Why would you want to leave? 


But, if someone came to rescue him -. 


Rescue you? Who would want to rescue you? Murderer, traitor, thief. Besides, it'd be so 
dangerous if someone had the ability to track you down. What if they're not friendly? What 
would happen if it was an enemy who had your location? 


Nevermind the fact he could physically feel the tracker that had been implanted into his 
thigh. 


Achilles sighed and exited the shower as the water turned off. It was useless to hope for 
rescue, an escape. 


Besides, who would be dumb enough to break into the Red Room? 


Tubbo, Ranboo and Fundy sat in the waiting room adjacent to Schlatt's office, where Phil, 
Wilbur and Techno were currently having a, very loud, conversation with the man. 


"I thought you were dealing with this! I thought you had it handled! Now I learn my son was 
almost killed by a crazy Russian assassin and you guys want to go after some murderer to try 
and rescue him!" 


Tubbo winced as his father's voice drifted through the large ornate door, wringing his hands 
together as he heard Phil reply, "Tommy isn't just 'some murderer’, he's a dear friend to us and 
especially to Tubbo." 


"I don't care! He's more trouble than he's worth and I'm not risking anything for a hopeless 
cause. It's a suicide mission! And now I've found out you've even brought one of their 
murderers into the building!" 


The two older boys glanced at Fundy who seemed to not even notice to dig at him, his eyes 
staring forward blankly, careful and calculated. Tubbo tried not to notice the slight tremor in 
his gaze or the way his eyes shined slightly. "He's wrong," Tubbo muttered to him, watching 
as Fundy continued staring ahead, almost as if he hadn't even heard the boy speak. "Don't 
listen to him, he's just upset because of me." 


"But that's the thing," Fundy whispered back, his voice dangerously calm. "Tubbo, he isn't 
wrong." His hands spread out in front of him and he assessed them, calculating, analysing. 
He stared at them as if he could see something Tubbo could not. "You shouldn't have brought 
me here, you should have ditched me the second Tommy was taken." 


Swallowing harshly, Ranboo stared down at the two beside him. "If you weren't here we 
wouldn't have known all we know about Tommy, we wouldn't have any idea of what we were 
getting into, just how dangerous this was. We wouldn't have known where to start, and..." he 
hesitated and glanced down. "I wouldn't have found out about my past." 


"Wouldn't you have rathered stayed not knowing?" The youngest boy mumbled, still staring 
at his hands. "It's not the life you wanted, not the life you expected. Don't you hate me for 
uncovering what should've remained secret?" 


Ranboo shook his head, "No, because I spent the last four years not even knowing my real 
name-" He stopped. "Not that I ever had one, though. But still, everything finally makes 
sense. My powers, my abilities, my skills, why I am the way I am." He stopped, his voice 
going funny for a second. "I finally understand who I am." 


The words lingered in the air as the muffled screaming continued next door. Fundy clenched 
his hands tightly and tried his hardest to not show the pure disdain, the pure hatred that 
threatened to take over his face. Ranboo and Tubbo tried not to look, realising that the boy 


needed this moment where he could have the privacy of his own emotions. They allowed him 
this freedom. 


"I envy you." 


Ranboo snapped his head to look at Fundy, whose face had turned woefully blank once more. 
"Excuse me?" 


"I envy you," Fundy spoke again, his words clear and slow. "To have lived the horrors of the 
Red Room and yet have no knowledge of itt. To not know the faces of the boys who fell. 
Ranboo, you were Top 5, don't you understand how you got there?" 


Tubbo narrowed his eyes in worry. "Fundy," he warned as his eyes flickered over to Ranboo, 
whose breathing had steadily grown faster. 


"I don't have that luxury," Fundy only continued, his voice still deadly calm even as his 
words dripped with red, hot fury. As he spoke, Ranboo reached a hand up to grab at his head 
as a headache suddenly overtook him. "I have to wake up every day remembering their faces, 
remembering their eyes, their terror, their fear. I have to remember their pleas as they begged 
me of mercy, and I did not give it to them because Wolf Spiders don't feel." He gasped 
suddenly as the trigger took a hold of him. "Wolf Spiders don't feel pain. They don't feel 
emotions. They don't feel anything." The boy took in a shuddering breath as his eyes slipped 
close, his face never once betraying any expression other than a cold, neutral look. "What I 
would give to forget." 


"Don't blame Ranboo for this," Tubbo exclaimed. "He didn't choose to forget, he didn't 
choose to lose his memories, he didn't choose to end up wandering in the Russian winter." 


Ranboo groaned painfully as he clutched his head, "Tubbo, don't-" 


Fundy interupted, "And look where he ended up! With a loving family! Friends! A normal 
teenage life!" 


"Just because your circumstances are different doesn't mean Ranboo hasn't suffered-" 


"Of course, he's suffered, but he was able to forget it! I have to live with the fact that I'm a 
monster. Every. Single. Day!" 


Ranboo hunched over himself and moaned through gritted teeth, "Guys, stop..." 


"You don't know what it's like to not remember a single thing about yourself, you can't 
possibly know what Ranboo's gone through-!" 


"I never had a sense of self to begin with!" 


"Guys-" 


Fundy ploughed on, "The Room beat out any sense of personality I ever had, so yeah, I think 
I have a right to be a little upset!" 


Tubbo scowled, "No one ever said anything about-!" 


"Guys!" Ranboo shouted, his sunglasses askew and his hair sticking up every which way as 
he grasped at his splitting head. "Just shut up!" 


The two fell silent, pulled out of their bubble suddenly as they became aware of Ranboo's 
worsening condition. They watched in concern as Ranboo attempted to control his breathing. 
Tubbo tried to reach out and comfort him but the taller boy simply moved away from the 
touch, curling in on himself as he stared into the ground. 


The silence allowed them to listen back into the conversation. 


Wilbur's exasperated voice drifted across the hall, "We're not asking for much, Schlatt. Just 
one plane. We have plenty of those!" 


"No," came Schlatt's determined reply. "You're not just asking for a plane, you're asking to 
risk the lives of the Top Three superheroes in the world, for what, one kid? One kid who 
doesn't deserve to be saved." 


A thud echoed through the walls and caused Tubbo and Ranboo to both jump, which 
worsened the latter boy's mental state even more. "Take that back!" Wilbur snarled. 


"Okay," Phil tried, his easy voice hiding a frustrated edge. Ever the peacekeeper, he 
attempted to defuse the situation. "I think we all need to take a stand back and consider all 
sides to this. Schlatt, this is the biggest threat we've ever encountered. They won't be 
expecting us, isn't it better to disrupt them now when they're unguarded?" 


Schlatt scoffed, "You know as much about this place as I do, do you think they're 
unprepared? What makes you think you three have what it takes to go up against dozens of 
highly skilled and trained assassins? They were bred for that life, you think you have even a 
shred of talent against them?" 


"We don't have to fully take them down, though," Wilbur responded, now calmed from his 
previous outburst. "We just need to incapacitate them long enough to gather the troops and hit 
them even harder." 


"Besides, there's a reason they want Tommy," Phil continued from Wilbur's point. "His 
powers, from my understanding, are a huge advantage, and they seem to be still evolving 
even now. Wouldn't he be a great asset to us?" 


Tubbo had to hold back the bile in his throat, knowing Phil didn't mean what he said. Phil 
would never even think about using Tommy in that way, not after what the boy already had to 
go through. No, Tubbo knew Phil was only saying it to convince Schlatt to go along with 
their plan. 


Seeing the tenseness of Fundy's shoulders, however, it seemed the boy hadn't come to the 
same conclusion that Tubbo did. "Is that all he is?" The boy muttered. 


Ranboo, who finally seemed to have calmed himself down from his earlier panic, shook his 
head firmly. "No, Phil isn't like that. He doesn't even like it when I go on missions," he 
revealed, hand coming up to rest against his chest. "Phil doesn't want that for Tommy, but we 
need to convince Schlatt that this mission will be worthwhile." 


"Why couldn't we have just gotten a plane ourselves?" Fundy asked, leaning forward with his 
arms resting on his knees. "It shouldn't be that hard, right?" 


Tubbo hummed thoughtfully, aware of the tension that still hung between him and the smaller 
boy, "A plane would be easy to miss, though. And while those three do have certain 
privileges with being the Top Three heroes, there's only so much they can get away with 
before someone says something." 


They were interupted by the voices coming from the other room. "You're not doing anything 
about this without my permission," Schlatt said. "I order you to drop it." 


There was a tense silence in the room before they heard, "Do you think you can stop us?" 
from Techno. The voice was soft but it still chilled Tubbo to the bone. 


"Yes. And you know what? You have a lot of nerve coming in here knowing full well the 
danger you've put my son in." 


"Aren't you the one who ordered him to be in charge of uncovering the organisation?" Came 
the taunting and mocking voice of Wilbur. "If anything, he's completing the mission you sent 
him on." 


Tubbo's breath caught in his chest. Oh, his father wouldn't like that. Another silence, he was 
starting to hate those. 


A sound of a chair scraping against the wooden floor raided the silence, a horrible squeak. 
"Get out." 


More sounds erupted as the three superheroes stood from their chairs and exited the room, all 
looking tired and angry as they filed out. Phil gave the boys a sad smile, "Don't worry, kids. 
We'll figure something out." 


"We are getting Tommy back, right?" Tubbo asked, mumbling softly. "This isn't the end?" 


Phil shook his head slowly, "No." 


"Toby?" A loud yell came from the other side of the large wooden door. Wilbur winced 
slightly, knowing he had added to the man's worsening anger. 


Tubbo sighed and threw his head back, staring at the ceiling. He muttered under his breath, 
"Do you reckon if I run now he wouldn't have time to call security?" 


Ranboo, who had been friends with Tubbo long enough to know the relationship he had with 
his father, shook his head and snorted, "You wouldn't even make it to the elevator." 


Sighing, once again, Tubbo stood up and walked past the three heroes who were still standing 
in front of the boys. Phil gave him a quick squeeze on the shoulder. "You'll be fine, mate." 


Tubbo walked with shaking legs towards the door. He opened it slowly, ducking his head in 
to see his father with his feet up on the desk, twirling a pen between his fingers but Tubbo 
knew his father wished it was a bottle of some sort instead. Schlatt was turned away from the 
door and was staring out at the city, the sun now high in the sky and illuminating the business 
of the streets below, Esempee alive again after its slight reprieve for Christmas. 


Oh, Christmas. That was yesterday. 


Had all of this happened just overnight? 


His entire world had been completely flipped upside down. There were too many mysteries, 
too many coincidences, too many revelations, it was hard to keep track of them all. 


All he could do was just wait for them to come crumbling down. They would eventually, 
even if Tubbo had to tear down the wall himself to get his best friend back. He would do it. 
He would walk right into the child killer's territory and demand his best friend back if it cost 
him his life. 


Now, to have his father understand that. 


Tubbo continued to stand as Schlatt finally turned around to face him, looking cold and 
indifferent, but Tubbo could see the barely concealed disappointment and anger that lingered 
under the surface. He knew that look on his father, knew it was a bomb seconds away from 
detonating, a single word - moment - look could set it off. Although it was snowing outside, 
the room felt a thousand degrees colder, with none of the warmth that came from the wonder 
of winter. There was frigidness in the air that chilled Tubbo even beneath his sweater and 
overcoat. 


"So," Schlatt started, turning his gaze to instead glance at the pen still twirling between his 
fingers, tone indifferent almost as if Tubbo was nothing less than a minor issue that he 
needed to deal with. "Have a nice Christmas?" 


The young boy clenched his fists tightly, glaring at the man. "Oh yeah," he responded, 
sarcasm dripping from his tongue. "It was amazing. You know, nothing like a near-death 
experience and your best friend being kidnapped by a murderous child assassin raising 
organisation to get you in the festive spirit." 


"Don't take that tone with me," Schlatt warned, eyes narrowing, still staring at the pen instead 
of his son. "Want to tell me how you let that happen in the first place?" 


"I- What?" Tubbo asked, blinking his eyes as he was caught off guard by the sentence. "How- 
how / let it happen?" 


Schlatt snorted, "Yes. This was your mission, and you screwed it up." 


"Screwed it up?" Disbelief. "I screwed it up?" Tubbo's voice took on an incredulous tone. 


His father turned to him, finally, apathetic. "Yes, and now I have to fix your mistakes." 


"What mistake did I make?" The boy asked, voice rising higher by the second. "Tell me, what 
could I have done differently, father, tell me!" 


"Maybe not befriend a Russian assassin!" His father bit back, his mask finally cracking and 
revealing the hot, burning, unbearable heat of rage. "That's one thing I wouldn't have done, 
what are you, an idiot!? How could you be so stupid, I raised you better than this!" 


Tubbo's face hardened. "And how was I supposed to know he was a Russian assassin!?" 


"Use your brain for once in your life, Toby!" Schlatt slammed his hand down onto the desk 
and stood up, his height dwarfing Tubbo's. The two stared at each other for a moment, two, 
before Schlatt looked away with a scowl. "I can't stop Phil, but I can stop you. You're not 
doing a thing to get that murderer back." 


Glancing down, Tubbo mumbled, "He's not a murder-" 


"Don't kid yourself, Toby," Schlatt scoffed. "I'm sure you've read his file by now. I have. He's 
killed more people than can even be counted. He's a monster." 


This time, Tubbo didn't correct his father. Instead, he swallowed hard and stared down at his 
shoes. 


Schlatt continued. "Puffy's taking you back home. Don't you dare even think about sneaking 
off." 


"Yes, sir." 


"Honestly, kid," the older man scoffed. "I never should have let you take that job, that one, 
where is it, Manberg?" He spat out. 


Tubbo scowled, "L'Manberg." 


"Whatever," Schlatt mocked. "That's where you met that guy, huh? Yeah, you're not working 
there anymore." 


And Tubbo found he didn't mind. 


He had begged and begged and begged his father to allow him a chance at a normal life, to be 
able to have a normal part-time job like other teenagers. Even though at that point he was 
working almost full time for the Hero's Committee, he had always longed for the typical high 
school experience (whilst hating school more than anything in the world). And it hadn't been 
as fun as he thought it would be. He had lasted a month, maybe a month and a half before he 
had written up his two weeks notice and was going to quit, and then... 


And then. Then there was Tommy. 


Cautious, careful, caring Tommy. 


Tubbo had just been about to step foot into the manager's office to hand in his notice when he 
saw the boy walk in, brand new uniform and slightly hesitant steps clearly showing he was 
new. And Tubbo doesn't know what it was, perhaps fate, perhaps simply intuition, or perhaps 
Tubbo just stopped thinking for a moment, but the second he saw the boy he ripped up the 
notice and immediately walked over to him. "Hi, I'm Tubbo!" 


The boy calmly turned his head and considered Tubbo, his eyes roaming over the boy's 
figure. "I'm Tommy," he had replied, reaching out a hand for Tubbo to take. "This is my first 
shift." 


"I can tell," Tubbo laughed but stopped once he saw how Tommy had stiffened slightly. "It's 
okay though, I can show you everything you need to know!" 


And the two boys had clicked just like that. 


Tommy was the only thing that made working at L'Manberg worth it. 


Without him there, Tubbo found he didn't quite mind that this was something else his father 
had taken away from him. 


The silence lingered for a second longer as Tubbo continued to stare at the floor, not daring to 
lift his head for a moment. If he did, however, he would have seen a look of pure agony, pain 
and concern written across Schlatt's face, his eyes turned down in worry and permanent 
wrinkles etched on his skin from years of superhero business becoming even more 
prominent. He would have seen the way Schlatt reached out a hand tentatively, hesitantly, 
before hastily drawing it back and continuing to fiddle with the pen which had been clenched 
tightly in his other hand. He would have seen the way Schlatt's guard went back up almost 
immediately, the cold reserve being put into place once again as the room dropped a few 
degrees in temperature. 


It was always this way. Their relationship could never escape the fate-driven wedge that 
seemed to separate them further each day. 


Schlatt cleared his throat. "Go, Toby." 


And Tubbo left, just like that. 


The rest of the group was still sitting outside when Tubbo stepped out of the room, waiting 
for him. He smiled at them, hoping his tiredness didn't show through. "Puffy's picking me 
up," he told them, gripping at his arms. 


Phil nodded his head and smiled, "I thought that might happen." 


"But I -" Tubbo cut himself off, turning back to the closed door and lowering his voice. "I 
want to come still. Besides, it's my compass." 


Ranboo stood up and walked over to Tubbo placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. "We'll 
work something out," he said. 


They all walked together towards the elevator, a comfortable yet awkward silence lingering 
around them. Fundy, especially, seemed uneasy, his figure drowning in the hoodie he was 
given. 


Puffy was waiting for them when they arrived at the lobby, dressed in casual wear and 
looking nothing like the superhero she was just a few days earlier. She smiled down at Tubbo 
sadly, hands in the pockets of her puffed up jacket. "Ready to go, kiddo?" 


Tubbo nodded, rolling his eyes as he stumbled away from the group. "Good luck, I guess," he 
mumbled. He watched as Puffy and Phil shared a look, eyes twinkling with mirth, and 
instantly he knew what was going on. Turning around, Tubbo gave a knowing smile to the 
group. "See you soon." 


Puffy and Tubbo walked together out of the lobby and into her car, where they sat for only a 
moment before she turned to him with a smile. "I'll deal with your dad," she said, taking her 
hands off the wheel. "Do your thing, kiddo." 


Tubbo smiled brightly at her before bringing his hand to the dashboard of the car and feeling 
the rush that came from connecting with electricity. The engine stuttered to a stop and he 
continued to grin and then laughed loudly as Puffy sighed. "You didn't have to completely 
break my car, what the hell Tubbo?!" 


He continued to laugh as he opened the passenger door and jumped out, turning briefly to 
give Puffy one last smile. "Thank you so much!" 


Smiling back, she grabbed a hold of his hand and pushed forward such a strong sense of love, 
love, safety, concern that Tubbo had to hold a hand to the door to keep himself upright. "Take 
care of yourself." One more smile and a quick squeeze of his hand before she nodded to 
where the rest of the group was piling into Phil's car. "Don't die," she said, jokingly, but he 
could feel the concern, worry, safety grow in his stomach as she continued to hold his hand. 


"Don't worry," he said, his features softening. "I'll be fine." 


And with that, he turned and ran to where Ranboo was waiting with the door open, ushering 
him in as Phil started up the car. 


"So," Tubbo began as he buckled himself in, looking around at the occupants of the van. 
Techno was in the passenger seat next to Phil, while Fundy and Wilbur were in the back row, 
looking entirely unhappy about their arrangement. Ranboo slid in next to Tubbo and buckled 
in as well, taking a deep breath in. "Where do we start?" 


Phil turned his blinker on and stared at the boy through the rearview mirror. "We're gonna 
steal a plane." 


Wilbur, sitting with his head ducked low and knees drawn up high due to the confined space, 
frowned at the man. "I thought you were joking, Phil!" 


"Not joking," Phil muttered, swerving down a street. "There's no way we'd make it to Russia 
without a freaking plane, what are we going to do, swim there?" Tubbo held tight to his seat 
as the car took a sudden left, horns blaring around them. "The only thing is I don't know 
anyone who can competently fly a plane. I was thinking about asking Jack but I'm pretty sure 
he went on a mission a few days ago." 


From beside Wilbur, Fundy smirked, his eyes gleaming with pride. "Good thing you have 
me." 


Wilbur narrowed his eyes at the child next to him. "What do you mean?" 


"I can fly a plane," Fundy replied. 


The entire car stopped for a second, both literally and figuratively as they came to a stoplight, 
and the occupants turned to stare at the young boy. Fundy pulled his face into an awkward 
grin at the attention he was being given. 


Then, Techno broke the silence. "Yeah, that checks out," he deadpanned, unamused as Wilbur 
began to voice his concerns and disagreements. 


Thankfully still at the stoplight, Phil turned around in his seat, his eyebrows scrunched up 
tightly. "Aren't you a little young to know how to fly a plane?" 


The boy scowled, "Aren't I a little too young to know how to kill you with a pipe cleaner?" 


"Hey, the kid's the best we got," Techno interupted from the very front of the van. "If he says 
he can fly a plane, I believe him." 


Ranboo pushed his glasses up and readjusted his mask as he stared at Fundy, fidgety and 
uncertain. "Do-?" He started hesitantly, before ploughing forward. "Do I know how to fly a 
plane?" He almost whispered it. 


Fundy snorted and nodded his head. "Yeah, probably. But I'd rather trust myself to fly than an 
amnesiac who wouldn't have touched a plane in four years." 


"Okay," Tubbo started, fidgeting with his hands, still reeling from the shock of electricity that 
had run through him back in Puffy's car. "So, Fundy is flying us. But, big man," he turned to 
Phil, who lazily looked back into the rearview mirror again as the light turned green and the 
car sped off. "Where are we getting a plane?" 


Phil smirked, "I think it's time I cashed in a favour." 


"Are you ready to complete your mission now, Nikita?" 


Niki pulled her head up, the simple movement slow and sluggish. "Yes, sir," she whispered, 
staring down at the feet of the person in front of her. 


Eret smiled down at her. "Good," they said and then stood up straight. "You'll complete it 
properly this time, won't you Little Spider? " 


Her bones aching from the days she had spent in punishment, she barely had any strength to 
ward off the effects of the words as they planted themselves deep within her mind. 


"Yes, sir." 
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Sam prided himself on his integrity and dedication. 


At a young age, he knew he had an affinity with technology, more specifically with inventing 
and mechanics and repairing. Some would call it a useless power; you couldn't use it to 
defend yourself, you couldn't use it to attack someone, what was the point of it? 


Unfortunately, those views were held by many within the Hero's Committee. 


A superhero was strong, they were tough. They protected the community and were a symbol 
of power and hope to those who needed it. That was what it meant to be a hero, and often 
their abilities reflected this sentiment, being equally powerful as the symbol they 
represented. 


There was the Angel of Death, or as Sam knew him, Phil. Huge black wings that could retract 
to completely hide his identity, and which allowed him to soar well above the ground at high 
speeds. And that was just the natural abilities gifted to his species. He did have a power, just 
one, but not many people knew what it was. Regardless, he stood as a beacon of Protection 
over the city of Esempee, as he would fly over the busy streets and suburbs and train his keen 
eye on anything that needed his attention. A veteran in the field, Phil was one of the oldest 
superheroes, one of the founders of the Hero's Committee along with Schlatt, Puffy and Sam 
himself, he was a superhero before it was even legal to be a superhero. 


Then there was his eldest son, the Blade. A piglin hybrid with even stronger abilities than 
others of his kind. Intuition in battle that could mean the difference between life or death, 
winning or losing. If Phil was the Protector of Esempee, then Technoblade was the Defender. 
The soldier, the knight, the one who brought down any enemy with a single swing of his 
heavy axe. Stoic and cold at times, Technoblade still had the hearts of the people and was still 
known as a fierce defender of all. 


The youngest, Wilbur was a simple human. He had no extra abilities afforded to him as his 
father and brother did, but what he lacked in that regard he made up for it in his given power. 
Charmspeak. Perhaps one of the most powerful abilities in the entire world, and then Wilbur's 
gift was even more powerful than most others. He had once been able to control an entire 
crowd with a single word, authority and power dripping from the honey-toned words. 
Standing beside Phil and Technoblade, Wilbur was the Interceptor. Interceeding in fights, 
calming down hostile situations, negotiating for an alternative solution. Even without his 
ability, his charismatic nature helped him win people over, and when that didn't work... Well, 
Sam had never known anyone other than Phil or Techno who could resist Wilbur's charm 
speak. 


Among heroes such as these, people often wondered about Sam's place in this kind of world. 
He had no life-saving abilities, couldn't protect the weak in times of crisis, and didn't have 
any ability to justify being a field agent. 


But Sam didn't mind that. He didn't mind doing things behind the scenes. After all, his work 
was helping the people who helped people. It was his job to make sure the superheroes' 
equipment was running smoothly, that their gadgets weren't going to fail them once they 
made it into the fight. He invented new tools and maintained them and looked after 
everything from shields to aeroplanes. 


He tried his best, you know? He went to work and he hoped he was making the world a better 
place by it. Anything asked of him, he usually completed to his best ability unless something 
happened, and people understood that. People understood he was reliable and that he would 
help if asked. 


Perhaps it was this reliability that caused him to end up in this situation. 


"You want me," Sam started slowly, staring at the group in front of him with unbelieving 
eyes. "To help you steal a plane because Schlatt said no to you hunting down the most 


dangerous organisation we've ever encountered?" 


Phil grimaced slightly. "Well, when you put it that way-" 


"I'm not in the business of losing my job, Phil," he interupted, turning away from the group. 
"Schlatt's going to notice if a plane is missing from the carriers." 


Wilbur gave one of his award-winning smiles, quiet mirth twinkling in his eyes. "Not unless 
he doesn't suspect a thing. Just tell him you need it for maintenance or whatever, surely you 
could think of something." 


"You already asked him though," Sam deadpanned. "He'll know you went behind his back. 
Schlatt's not stupid." 


Techno hummed, "No, he's not. But neither are you." 


Phil leaned forward, then, his height towering over Sam. His face was kind, as it usually was, 
but his eyes held a hardness to them, a look that meant you did not reckon with him. "You 
owe me, Sam," he said, matter-of-factly, as if they were talking about the weather and not a 
life debt the two had made to each other. "This is me asking for that favour." 


Sam sighed as he put down the tools he was currently using, another project for new high- 
tech weapons. "Phil," Sam whispered, glancing back at the group and then at the man in front 
of him again. "What's this really about?" 


Swallowing hard, Phil looked down, unable to meet Sam's eyes. In a voice just above a 
whisper, and sounding as if it was paining him to say it, Phil muttered, "He's an avian, Sam. 
The right age, the right looks. He's an avian." 


Oh. 


Right. 


"You have to know that chance is one in a billion, Phil," Sam mumbled back, conscious of 
the eyes watching the two of them. "You have to know that you could go through all of this 
effort and it won't be him." 


Phil nodded, his eyes still cast downwards. "Even then, he's still worth it. Even if he's just 
Tommy, we need him back." 


Sam considered him for a moment before huffing and leaning over his workbench. "I'm 
gonna lose my job, aren't I?" 


"Not if I can help it, mate," Phil promised. 


Both Sam and Phil knew there was no guarantee, though. Schlatt was ruthless. And while 
Phil, Techno and Wilbur held some immunity, no such grace extended to Sam. 


"Do you need a pilot as well?" Sam asked after a moment. "Most of our pilots are out at the 
moment but I can find someone if you need." 


There was an awkward silence that rested upon the group as Phil smiled. "We're fine for 
that," he said, before mumbling under his breath. "I think." At the same time, the group 
behind him all turned to the one person he had not met yet, a small boy who barely looked 
older than twelve with his arms crossed and a dangerous look on his face. His eyes showed a 
coldness far beyond his years with the face of a soldier. 


Oh, God. The boy's flying the plane. 


Sam pinched the bridge of his nose. "This has to be a dream, I can't seriously be considering 
helping you steal a plane." 


"Considering?" Wilbur asked, hopefully, his eyes alight as a smile broke through. 


With a sigh, Sam turned around and grabbed another project he was working on, this one a 
new earpiece for Phil that could survive the high winds the man often flew at during patrols. 
"When do you need it by?" 


"Umm," Phil started, his voice coming out almost shaky. "Right now?" 


Sam was a lot of things. Talented, smart, level-headed, even a bit kind at times. But patient? 
To this kind of stupidity? No, he was not. 


"Do I look like I can give you access to a plane right now?" He asked the group, almost 
throwing down the piece he held in his hands in exasperation. 


They all turned their heads to the side, where the window in his office showed the full extent 
of the Hero's Committee warehouse where he worked. In that warehouse was a hanger full of 
about 10 different types of planes, from small, one person jets to large commercial planes 
capable of fitting over four hundred people (why the Hero's Committee would ever need a 
plane that carried that many people, Sam would never know). 


"Okay, I have the planes," Sam conceded with a roll of his eyes. "But that doesn't mean you 
can have it now, it needs to be serviced - I need to know it won't drop out of the sky halfway 
there. It needs to be fuelled plus a million other different things before you can even think 
about getting in." 


Phil stared at him for a moment, a small frown on his lips before it pulled up into a smile. 
"You better get working, then, mate." 


In the end, it only took half a day for Sam to be finished checking the plane they had chosen, 
a smaller plane that could hold around ten people comfortably. The entire time he was aware 
of the group watching his every movement, tapping their toes and waiting until they could 
finally get into the plane. 


He had found out that, yes, they did intend for the child to fly the plane. At Sam's (extremely 
valid) concerns, they had assured him that - hopefully - the boy was more than capable of 
flying a plane (it had only been the boy who had been adamant about this fact, the others sort 
of agreeing almost hesitantly). Should Sam have looked over this very worrying fact and 
allowed them to fly one of his planes? No, probably not. 


But, Phil had called in that favour. 


He couldn't do much against that, knowing the man and the way he took his debts very 
seriously and knew whatever Phil would do to him would be far worse than anything Schlatt 
could dream up. That was the difference between the two of them; Schlatt was scary because 
of the power he wielded and the status he held, while Phil was scary because of his sheer 
talent, his sheer strength. There was a reason he was the Number | superhero, not just 
because he was the oldest. 


Watching as the group piled into the aircraft, he tried to force down the swirling in his 
stomach as he watched the young boy climb into the cockpit, way too young and yet looking 
more comfortable than the most experienced pilots as he sat in the chair and looked over the 
dashboard, his eyes steely and concentrated as he checked over the plane like an expert. They 
even had to place a booster seat, for crying out loud. 


Just where had they picked up this kid? 


And Sam knew this wasn't legal. Not only could he be fired but he could also be arrested. 


If word ever got out about this... 


He would hold Phil to his promise that nothing would happen to him. 


Phil, similarly, was extremely concerned with how easy Fundy seemed to operate a plane. 


He sat up in the cockpit with the boy, knowing that if worse came to worse he could at least 
execute an emergency landing should the boy fail (although, all that he's heard about the boy 
and the way he was raised led him to believe that wouldn't happen). 


But it was true. The boy seemed at ease in the cockpit, the tension draining from his 
shoulders as if he was born for this. And Phil's heart ached. 


This was a boy. A child. At this age, he should be concerned about schoolwork and crushes 
and hanging out with his friends, not concerned with how to fly a plane almost halfway 
across the world. 


Phil wondered about Tommy, then, and how much the boy had hidden from them. Not only 
everything about his past but his age as well. It was only now hitting Phil that the eighteen- 
year-old who looked too young to be working two jobs and living on his own in the worst 
district in the city was exactly that: too young. He was sixteen, just barely the same age as 
Ranboo and Tubbo. And the look in his eyes... 


"When did you learn how to pilot?" His voice came out scratchy and raw, so he covered it 
with a cough. 


Fundy gave him a quick glance as he continued to work on the plane. "When I was nine. One 
boy couldn't handle the plane properly and fell out of the sky." Phil coughed once more as the 
air was punched out of his chest. "It was learn or die." Fundy's voice stayed monotoned, as it 

often did whenever he talked about his past. 


These kids were going to give Phil grey hairs. 


Taking his attention off of Fundy, for now, Phil turned to the rest of the crew as they settled 
down into the plane. 


The first person he saw was Ranboo, who was standing in the hallway just before the cockpit 
with a strange look on his face. The boy had ditched the glasses when they entered the plane 
and was left with only his mask. A huge step for the boy, who had always struggled with how 


obvious his hybrid features were and who had always felt the need to hide his identity even 
as a civilian. He guessed they now knew why. 


Phil knew everyone was still reeling from the recent revelations, and it seemed the boy in 
question was taking it well enough. Still, his slightly glazed over stare as he watched Fundy 
check over the cockpit let Phil know exactly what was going on in his head. 


Ranboo caught him staring and turned his eyes away from Fundy's movements, instead 
looking out of the front of the plane where the light streamed in from the hanger's opening. 
The sun made its way down to the horizon, making Phil aware of just how much time had 
passed since this morning and how much time they had left to get Tommy back. 


Eventually (thankfully), Tubbo saw the state Ranboo was in and drew him to the back of the 
plane, far away from where Fundy was starting to get the plane ready for take-off, distracting 
him with the promise of playing 'Competitive Solitaire' with Wilbur (whatever that was). 


While those three busied themselves with Wilbur passionately explaining the rules, Techno 
took his place at the front of the passenger seats, his axe laying on the seat next to him while 
he buried his nose in a book. Why he had taken a book with him on a mission to infiltrate an 
assassin's organisation? Phil would never know. 


"Okay, has everyone flown before?" Fundy spoke into the microphone, still checking over 
various things as the passengers settled in. His movements were autonomous as the plane 
whirred to life. 


Affirmative sounds came from the back of the plane and Fundy smirked, "Good because I'm 
not in the mood to do a safety demonstration. Ten hours to Russia, people." 


"Ten hours?!" Came Tubbo's disgruntled reply from the back of the plane. "No one said 
anything about it being a ten-hour flight!" 


Fundy's smirk only grew as he responded, "Better buckle in, goat boy, it's gonna be a long 
flight. Hope you have sufficient entertainment." 


More groans of annoyance came from Tubbo as Wilbur cackled in glee, counting out the 
cards for each of them while exclaiming something about how "Competitive Solitaire can go 
on for days!" 


Phil settled into his seat as the plane slowly rolled forward. 


Achilles never usually trained with the other Spiders. 


It was never something any of them did; they were taught to be solitary hunting machines, 
taught to be independent and to never rely on one another. Even on missions, there was 
always that feeling that your partner would stab you in the back if it meant that the mission 
would succeed. Your safety was second to your mission, and another agent's life was even 
further below that. 


That isn't to say he didn't know of the other Spiders, especially the ones around his age. 


There was a Spider, as they were simply called, a few years older than him named Aimsey. 
They trained as both a Black Widow and a Wolf Spider and could easily embody either 
character when needed to. Their year held no counterpart, they were the sole Spider. Aimsey 
had the keen ability to understand a person's next move. Achilles wasn't quite sure what that 
meant, whether it was intuition or seeing the future, all he knew was that his every move was 
always known by them whenever the two sparred. 


Purpled was the Wolf Spider a year older than him. The man had a particular specialty when 
it came to weapons; anything he threw would always hit the target, exactly where he intended 
it to go. He was as ruthless as he was cunning and Achilles always watched his back around 
the older Spider even more so than with other agents. 


Hannah was Purpled's Black Widow counterpart. Achilles knew her style well, especially 
among her more stealthy missions. She had a sweet demeanour, like honey, drawing the fly 


into her web before she would strike. Of course, most of the Widows were taught this way, 
but Hannah had perfected the art (and it was art). Her gift of flowers and flora had pinned her 
as a weakling when she was younger, the instructors turning their noses up at the beautiful 
plants she would create, but what they hadn't known was that every rose had its thorns. 
Hannah was then extremely proficient in poisons, and her prized weapon was a large, sharp 
thorn from one of her rose bushes. She was the epitome of the Widow's philosophy. 


The Black Widow to Achilles was Beautie, a tough and fierce girl who matched Achilles 
when the two were young. They were both brash, feisty and loud, and wanted to prove 
themselves. Like Achilles, Beautie had learned to channel that energy inwards into quick 
decision making, constant observation and fast reflexes. Beautie's powers were unusual and, 
like Achilles, took a while to develop. Whenever she jumped from anywhere, be it from a 
two-story building or a plane hundreds of miles in the air, she would never hurt herself upon 
the landing. Instead, she could control her descent; not necessarily flying, more like a highly 
stylized gliding. She was, therefore, a favourite on missions that included high building 
escapes and jumping out of aeroplanes. 


Drista was a Black Widow a few years his junior, having graduated just last year. Her year 
there were two Wolf Spiders. A small fox hybrid named Vulpes, and a Wolf Spider whose 
powers lived up to his title, Shroud. 


Now, there weren't any Wolf Spiders from that year. 


So, Drista was the only graduate who remained from that year. Her ability to create things at 
will made her an extremely powerful agent. Achilles was also fairly sure she and Dream were 
biological siblings, but that was only a rumour among the Spiders. 


Why had he mentioned these particular Spiders? 


Well, because it seemed the training for today was for them to go up against each other. 


Achilles stood in front of Hannah, the girl giving him a smirk as they circled each other on 
the mat. He could feel the tension pulse in the air as the silence laid upon them, instructors 
and the other Spiders surrounded them, watching. 


They continued circling each other even as the instructor gave the command to start, knowing 
the other wouldn't strike until they knew it was the perfect moment. There were a few 
seconds of peace, of quiet, a few moments where it was just the two of them, staring at each 
other, before - 


Hannah whipped her hand to the side, forming a thorny vine that shot forward and threatened 
to wrap around his wrist. Achilles leaned to the left and pulled out his knife, ducking under 
the plant and slashing upwards as it curled above him. The vine fell limp and he had to roll 
away before it crashed on top of him. Turning to offer a hit of his own, he continued the 
moment from his crouch and swung his legs out, aiming to knock her off balance. Although 
she jumped over his legs, it gave her no time to block the incoming knife as he stood back up 
and slashed at her arm (there was one rule to sparring and that was no death. He could have 
sliced her head off right then and there if he wanted to). 


There was a small grunt of pain but that was all the reaction Hannah gave before she aimed a 
punch at Achilles' head, jumping slightly to be able to reach. He leaned right before throwing 
a punch of his own. 


They continued like this for a while, swapping punches and kicks, with Hannah trying her 
best to avoid his touch and Achilles killing every poisonous plant that grew his way. 


Slash. 


Kick. 


Roll. 


Punch. 


Block. 


Crouch. 


Jump. 


Swing. 


Achilles, still aware that he had a few months' worth of memories taken from him, felt 
himself grow weary the longer the fight went on. Frustrated, he brought his knife down hard 
onto Hannah's left shoulder and felt the blade connect. 


She barely blinked as she pulled the blade out of her shoulder and brought down a vine 
across his face, which cut through his skin. Immediately, he could feel the effects of the 
poison on the thorns start to take effect, his fingers growing numb and his vision blurring as 
he stumbled down to the floor. 


"Heal him," snapped an instructor. 


The healer on duty ran onto the mat and knelt down beside Achilles, resting their hands on 
his face and healing only the fatal effects of the poison ( only enough to keep him alive, only 
ever enough so that he could still feel the pain of his failure ). His vision stayed blurry and his 
limbs stayed weak as the healer left, having done their job as expected. Achilles immediately 
stood up on shaky legs and bowed to Hannah who bowed back, the two of them turning to 
the instructors to receive criticism. 


The instructor in the middle stared at the two of them, a scowl marring her otherwise perfect 
face. "Hannah, you did well but you still sustained two injuries. Achilles got two permanent 
hits on you." 


Hannah nodded gravely although her face betrayed no emotion. 


"Achilles," he lifted his head at the harsh tone of his superior. "You're sloppy, weak. You 
must be perfect. You are to be sent on a mission in a week, you cannot afford to be a failure." 


The boy blinked, a question on his tongue that he dared not speak. A week? I thought the 
mission was happening in a month? 


Thankfully, the instructor seemed to understand his thoughts and answered his unasked 
question. "The mission had to be pulled forward due to..." she smirked. "Happy accidents. 
But this only means you have less time than you thought to be up to standard again. You may 
be good, and you may be almost able to defeat any Spider again, but you are nowhere near 
where you were. We expect nothing less than perfection." 


"Yes, ma'am." He nodded his head respectfully. 


"Good," a scowl returned to her face. "Purpled and Aimsey, you're up." 


Achilles stood next to the other agents with Hannah as Purpled and Aimsey took their places 
on the mat. 


He knew he should've been paying attention to their spar, as that was the reason all of them 
were here, but he couldn't help from thinking about his mission. 


It was supposed to be happening a month from now. It was supposed to be a month away, he 
was supposed to have a month to be able to get stronger, to get better, why was it pushed 
forward? 


Perhaps the instructor was telling the truth. Perhaps things had been pushed forward because 
of changed circumstances. It was a perfectly valid excuse but... 


But Achilles had thought he'd have much more time to get ready than he now had. He wasn't 
scared ( that's a lie, he was terrified) but something had happened in the last few months that 
caused him to have his memory wiped and he felt like it had something to do with this 
mission. Something told him that the Room was keeping secrets from him (well, more than 
usual). 


What more could he do? He was already working twice as hard as the other recruits, and that 
was just to keep up. 


Something had happened over those months. 


Something huge. 


Something the Red Room didn't want him to know about. 


But what? 
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Phil didn't know whether he should've been proud or disappointed in how well Fundy flew 
the plane. 


They had no problems over the ten or so hours that they were in the air; okay, maybe one or 
two moments of turbulence, but other than that almost nothing happened. The sun had started 
to set just as they had taken to the sky and so most of the flight was spent in the darkness of 
night. 


Tubbo and Ranboo had fallen asleep early on into the flight, bored from Wilbur's incessant 
demands to continue playing his stupid game even when they all realised that it was barely 
that. Tubbo had fallen asleep laid across two of the chairs while Ranboo had somehow curled 
himself up into the tightest ball, quite a feat for the 6'6" tall enderman hybrid (Phil didn't 
think it was quite fair, considering the height differences, but they both looked comfortable so 
who was he to judge?). 


Wilbur, once he'd bored the kids to sleep, had joined Techno up at the front of the plane. 
Techno had rolled his eyes but moved his axe to the seat across the aisle so that Wilbur could 
sit next to him, and then had returned to his book. 


The flight was mainly filled with silence as Phil watched Fundy, the boy's eyes sharp and 
alert even as the hours dragged on. 


"So, where are we flying to?" Phil asked, his eyes wandering back over to Fundy. "We're not 
just going to land on top of the headquarters right?" 


Fundy rolled his eyes. "No, I wouldn't even know where to go. It's like I told you, we're 
blindfolded going in and out." 


"That's why we need Tubbo's compass." It was a question voiced as a statement. 


"Basically, so we're going to a safe house first," Fundy responded, letting his eyes roam over 
the sky. 


Phil bit his lower lip. "A safe house?" 


Fundy stayed silent for a while, keeping his eyes where they were on the horizon. "It's a little 
out of the way in the north of Russia. It's kept stocked with food and other essentials as well 
as warmer clothes suited for the Russian winter." 


"And it's safe?" He asked, thinking about the reputation the Red Room had, even from the 
limited information he had. "They're not going to find us there?" 


If he could help it, he would've gone on this mission alone. It was too dangerous for a group 
as large as they were, and he would've done everything in his power to keep his boys out of 
it. But, he knew Tubbo would've stopped at nothing to get his friend back, and Ranboo would 
follow him to the ends of the earth. He knew Wilbur had grown just as attached as he had and 
Techno as well, although the man would never admit it. 


Truly, there was nothing he could've done to stop them. But that didn't mean he had to like it. 


Fundy tilted his head. "It's safe, yes. The Red Room doesn't know about it." His eyes shifted 
slightly, although Phil knew he was being truthful. 


"Who does know about it?" Phil asked. 


The boy clenched his jaw. "Only one other person knows where it is, and she's not going to 
be using it. We haven't used it in a year." 


Turning fully to Fundy, Phil blinked, "Are you sure?" 


He watched as Fundy's jaw tightened even further. "Yes." 


Satisfied, for the time being, Phil set his eyes back to the front as silence took over them 
again. There was a shuffling in the back of the plane as Wilbur stood up to go to the 
bathroom. 


Ten hours was a long time to spend in almost complete silence. 


It gave Phil a lot of time to think. Especially about what he had told Sam earlier. And what he 
had realised even before that. 


Phil's mind had been running at 100% capacity since this morning after the revelations that 
had been shared with them. While most of their group, understandably, were more concerned 
with the revelations regarding Ranboo, there was something else that had captured Phil's 
attention. 


An avian. 


Tommy was an avian. 


Well, he wasn't a full avian, no. 


But that only made it worse. 


Because James was only half-avian, too. 


No. You can't think like that. James is dead. You searched for him for years. There's no way 
he would be alive. 


But... wouldn't the Red Room be the only organisation in the world that would be able to 
hide him away for that long? What else could make James disappear from the face of the 
Earth, hide him from the best superheroes in the world, other than the people who had hidden 
in the shadows for so long? 


Phil knew he was entertaining fantasies. He knew Sam was right when he said the chance 
was almost one in a billion. 


But that wasn't the reason he had gone on this rescue mission. No, Phil had decided he was 
going to save that boy long before he ever wondered about the connection. Phil had decided 
to care about the boy before the idea he was James was even entertained. 


He knew Wilbur and Techno were thinking it as well. 


Wilbur (at least, he suspected) was as excited and nervous as Phil himself about the 
possibilities. 


Techno... 


Techno had taken the disappearance hard. He had pushed himself, barely a teenager, to help 
on the rescue mission. And when that had ended up in failure, he buried himself in training, 
in becoming the best hero. To him, it was never enough. 


It was one of Phil’s longest regrets. 


That, and not being able to save his wife. 


No. No, Phil knew there was a slim chance that Tommy and James would be the same boy. 
He knew it was a slim chance. 


But, it was still a chance. 


Especially with Tommy’s bright blonde hair. And he knew, he somehow knew, that beyond 
those greyed out eyes were sparkling blue ones that had been dulled from years of abuse. 
And he even had Kristin’s smile. 


And... didn’t Fundy say... 


“Fundy,” Phil started suddenly, sitting up in his seat. “You said something before, about the 
agents being stolen when they were kids?” 


The boy looked at him warily, his ears flickering beneath his hair. “Yeah,” he dragged on, 
tilting his head to the side. “Most are taken at three years old, or around that age. It’s just 
tradition, I guess, and that age is the best for training the kids apparently.” 


“And these kids,” Phil continued. “They’re taken from all over the world?” 


“Basically,” Fundy responded, shrugging his shoulders. “There are agents of all different skin 
tones and ethnicities, I guess so they can blend in anywhere. I’m...” he trailed off slightly. “I 
don’t know where I’m from. In Europe probably. I always stuck to a Dutch accent because I 
liked the language.” Fundy swallowed and cast his eyes down. “But I don’t really know.” 


Phil bit his lip. 


He couldn't imagine what it felt like to not even know where you came from. 


"So, would there be records?" He asked eventually after the silence had pulsed just a bit too 
loud in his head. "Like, would you be able to figure it out at all?" 


Fundy frowned, his ears flattening against his head. "I - uh - I don't know?" He coughed and 
his neck flushed pink. "Knowing the Red Room, if it did exist it would be far too hard to 
find." Fundy turned to him for a moment, glancing with thinly veiled curiosity. "Why?" 


Phil shrugged. "Just wanted to help Ranboo out." 


His companion hummed and then the two went back to silence. 


Eventually, Fundy started to tilt the plane downwards as they started their descent. 


The safe house was quaint. 


Fundy had landed the plane on a large field just a few miles from the house and then steered 
it into the nearby woods. "If anyone's flying over, it'll be less likely to be seen," he had 
explained. 


It only took a few minutes for them to arrive and find the key, and then they were settling into 
the small cabin. 


"There are cans of beans and soup in the cupboard," Fundy said as he showed them around. 
"And the tap water goes through a filtration system so it's safe to drink. There should be 
firewood spare near the fireplace but we can always chop more if needed." He pulled his face 


into a tight frown. "There are only two beds that hold two people each so we'll need to rotate 
out, but we really shouldn't be here for more than a day or two." 


Tubbo immediately claimed one of the beds by throwing his bag on top of it and then crash 
landing on top of the sheets. "Sweet place, man." 


Looking around, the house was admittedly very small. It was made up of three rooms; the 
main living area, the bathroom and one bedroom. 


To the back of the main living area was the kitchen where Techno and Wilbur were already 
scouting, looking through the products and making sure they were in date. Opposite the 
kitchen was a dining table that could comfortably seat all of them, in a pinch. There was also 
the bed upon which Tubbo now lay, pretending to be dead, which was to the left of the front 
door. On the right, Ranboo had sat himself down onto the couch which faced the fireplace. 


Yeah, it was quaint. 


Phil followed the hallway that lead to the left of the house to where the bathroom and 
bedroom were. At the end of the hallway was the back door. 


Two exits. Convenient. 


Fundy had left them to do a full check of the perimeter of the property himself, not trusting 
any of them to do it. "I've seen your self-preservation skills," he had deadpanned. "I'm not in 
the mood to die today." 


By this point, the sun had just risen above the horizon and thankfully most of them had slept 
on the plane so they didn't feel jetlagged too badly. Although, Tubbo was most likely still 
going to take a four-hour nap for absolutely no reason. 


Phil walked back into the main room to see Wilbur and Techno starting to prepare breakfast 
for the group (although, it was mostly Techno. Wilbur was disastrous in the kitchen). Tubbo 


was still, dramatically, splayed out on the bed and pretending to snore, his small knapsack 
almost falling off the mattress. 


They all only had a small amount of time to pack for the trip and it mainly consisted of the 
essentials; their suits, one extra pair of clothes and some weapons (and for Tubbo, his 
computer. Kid didn't go anywhere without it). 


Fundy walked back in through the back door and locked it behind him before leaning against 
it and sighing quietly. He looked around the room and caught Phil's eye. Phil gave him a 
small smile, to which the boy turned his head away and stared at where Ranboo was starting 
to try to pick up Tubbo, who was determined to stay on the bed. 


"Come on, Tubbo," he sighed, his arms wrapped around Tubbo's midsection and pulling as 
hard as he could. "You can't fall asleep, it'll mess up your body's internal clock." 


Tubbo groaned loudly, "Let it be ruined! I'm tired!" 


Ranboo stopped trying to pick him up to stare incredulously at him for a moment. "You slept 
for eight hours on the plane!" 


"Not enough!" 


Wilbur and Techno were bickering in the kitchen and Phil didn't even dare to see what it was 
about, so he tried to get Fundy's attention. "Hey," he started, walking up to the boy. "You got 
anything else useful here?" 


Fundy turned back to him and smirked before nodding his head to the bedroom. "Yeah, a few 
things." 


They walked together to the bedroom where Fundy knelt under the bed and pulled at the rug 
that lay on the floor. Underneath were the same wooden planks that covered the rest of the 
house, but one of them was slightly loose as Fundy pulled the rug away. And - 


Wow. 


Okay. 


Under the plank was a small space dug into the ground, probably a metre deep into the earth, 
and it was filled with various weapons, clothes, and miscellaneous items such as some rope 
and other things useful in a survival situation. 


Watching Phil carefully, Fundy reached and pulled out a handgun, the weapon resting too 
easily in his small hands. 


"What is all this?" Phil asked, reaching down to pick up a small dagger. 


Fundy took his eyes off Phil and towards the gun in his hand, blowing the dust off its surface. 
"Supplies." He turned back to the man. "That's why this is a safe house." 


Phil frowned and placed the knife back into the hole while Fundy pocketed the gun. Jf it's a 
safe house, he thought, then why were there so many weapons? The boy reached down again 
and grabbed out a combat suit, similar to the one worn by Theseus and all the other agents. 
The white spider was still on its belt, unlike Theseus' suit which had the symbol covered. 


Fundy stared at the symbol a little too intensely for Phil's liking. 


Phil cleared his throat, "I'm sure we can find something to get rid of that." He attempted a 
smile as Fundy turned to him, an unreadable expression on his face. Phil sighed, "You're 
more than that, you know." 


He could hear Wilbur and Tubbo's loud voices carry down the hallway, but between Phil and 
Fundy, there was only silence. Fundy looked back down at the material in his hands and 


gently rubbed his thumb over the symbol. "What if I'm not?" He mumbled, and Phil was 
acutely aware of how easily the boy had taken the gun. 


A life that was so short but so long. Almost fourteen and yet with the maturity of someone 

double his age. Phil knew Fundy could never grow out of that paranoia and hypervigilance 

that caused him to hide weapons under the floorboard of a bed inside what was supposed to 
be a 'safe house’... 


But he could at least not have to live in that world ever again. 


"I think you can learn to be," Phil said eventually, and that was the end of the conversation. 


The two of them picked out a few more things from the hole, such as another gun and the 
dagger for Fundy. Phil didn't take anything for him from the hole, but he did take a knife each 
for Tubbo and Ranboo, as the boys had no weapons of their own. 


They made their way back to the main room where Wilbur and Techno had started to serve 
breakfast/lunch for the group. Tubbo looked half-asleep at the table, but at least he was now 
off the bed. Ranboo had a suspiciously red mark across his arm, but Phil didn't comment on 
that. 


Fundy sat down and turned to Tubbo, "Alright, so where does your compass point now?" 
Tubbo looked down and pulled the compass out of his pocket. It pointed almost directly south 
of them. "That points towards Moscow." 


"Moscow?" Wilbur asked, his eyes darting up. "I thought the Red Room was smart, why 
would they base themselves in the Russian capital?" 


Rolling his eyes, Fundy took the compass from Tubbo. "Well, first of all, I said it points 
'towards' Moscow, not directly to Moscow. It could be anywhere between us and the capital," 
he answered. "Second," he breathed out what could've been a laugh. "The Red Room was an 
offshoot of the Russian intelligence agency. It worked closely with the government until it 
split off somewhere in the 1990s, so of course, it would be near the capital." 


Techno blinked, "How long has the Red Room been operational?" 


Fundy narrowed his eyes in concentration. "It was established during the revolution, just 
before the end of the first world war." 


"That long?" Phil asked, breathless. "It's been operating for over a hundred years and no one 
has ever discovered it?" 


"We're good," Fundy answered, a dangerous look in his eyes. "There's a reason all the weaker 
ones are killed off." 


Tubbo glared at him, "Don't say that!" He turned to Ranboo who had his eyes and hands 
closed tightly. 


Taking in a deep breath, Fundy sighed and closed his eyes. "I'm sorry." 


The room fell into silence as Ranboo looked away from everyone. 


Phil broke the silence by clearing his throat, “Okay, so we know what direction to start, I 
guess.” 


“Now,” Techno grunted, “to start with an actual plan; like, how the hell are we going to wage 
war against an organisation with perhaps the most dangerous people in the world?” 


Fundy almost smiled, “Well, we’re not doing a full-scale attack. We’re just going to rescue 
Tommy, it’s a stealth mission.” Phil’s eyes drifted towards Ranboo, who shifted slightly 
under his gaze. Fundy noticed his staring and looked at Ranboo as well. “You can teleport.” 


“I mean,” Ranboo stuttered. “Can I? It’s not like, that great you know, I can teleport maybe a 
few miles but-“ 


“You can still teleport,” Fundy pushed. He leaned forward towards Ranboo, who leaned back. 
“We only need a few miles to be able to get Tommy out.” 


Techno made a noise of disapproval. “That’s not a plan though.” 


“Obviously not,” Fundy scoffed. “But it’s a start.” 


“And what if Tommy doesn’t want to come with Ranboo?” Phil asked, ever the voice of 
reason. “You said he’d be brainwashed again, why would he want to come with Ranboo?” 


“Well, Pd come with him. Make it seem like a training exercise.” Fundy replied. 


Phil stopped then and considered the boy. “Training exercise?” 


Fundy also stopped and pulled his face into a tight frown. “You know. They would kidnap us 
and see if we could escape.” 


“T’m gonna kill them,” Wilbur said, dead serious. 


The younger one rolled his eyes, “Get in line.” 


“Okay,” Phil said, bringing them back on track. “So, we’ve potentially got Ranboo 
teleporting Fundy in and convincing Tommy that it’s a...” he trailed off and paused, 
swallowing hard. ““Training exercise.’ Then what? How do we make him remember?” 


The silence laid heavy over them as they all considered the implications of his words. 


It’s true. Even if they broke into the headquarters, even if they somehow found Tommy, even 
if they didn’t get caught by the hundred or so agents that were trained to take out twenty 
grown men each in less than a minute flat, Tommy wouldn’t be Tommy. He would be 
Achilles. He would be a soldier. 


And they had no way to restore his memory. All of them, all the memories they shared, it 
would all be gone. 


“We still have to try,” Tubbo’s voice broke through, scared and timid. He was staring at the 
compass that sat on the table, the needle pointing steadily towards where his friend was. 
“Right? Even,” he took in a shaky breath. “Even if he’s not... Tommy. He still deserves a life 
better than this.” 


Fundy stared down at the table, mapping out the dents and scratches on it. “He’ll still have 
something left,” he mumbled out as if he was scared he would be heard. “They take our 
memories. They take our childhood. They take our passion and interests but... there’s always 
something left.” He brought his head up to look at the ceiling. “Tommy was Tommy even 
after everything he went through. You guys just brought it out of him from where it had been 
stuffed away.” 


Phil smiled sadly at the boy. He seemed to be doing that a lot lately. “And what about you?” 
He asked, smiling wider when Fundy turned to him in surprise. “What couldn’t they take 
away from you?” 


He opened his mouth as if he was going to answer, but just as Phil blinked, Fundy was up out 
of his chair, a hand on the holster on his thigh. “Be quiet,” he hissed, eyes darting around the 
room, ears pressed firmly against his head. 


Immediately, the rest of the group was tense and ready as well. Techno grabbed his axe from 
where it was leaning against the wall as Phil tossed Tubbo and Ranboo the daggers he had 
grabbed from Fundy’s supplies. 


There was a beat and then another as they all waited in complete silence. Fundy’s ears 
twitched as he heard something none of them could. “Someone’s here,” he whispered. 


“What?” Phil whispered back, barely keeping his voice soft enough. “I thought you said it 
was secure?” 


Fundy shushed him and turned his head to the back door. 


Phil continued, however. “I thought you said only one other person knew about this place!” 


Inching towards the back door, Fundy breathed a sigh out. “That’s what I’m afraid of.” 


All of a sudden, there was a sound of running water coming from the back of the house. Z 
know that sound, Phil thought, his breath coming out in small puffs that collided with the air 
and turned to mist in the coldness of the Russian winter. Likewise, the running water he had 
heard stopped and crackled, as if it had been frozen. 


Phil was abruptly aware of how exposed the group was. None of them had even gotten 
changed into the combat suits they brought and he was now grateful for Fundy's preparedness 
to bring the gun with him to the dining table. 


They all watched as Fundy inched closer towards the hallway and towards the back door, his 
hand pulling the gun out of its holster, taking minuscule steps to avoid any risk of the wood 
creaking. 


It was all in vain, however, as the back door swung open all on its own and let the cold air in, 
the wind blowing quickly and extinguishing the fire. Phil shivered at the rush of cold that 
entered the house. 


He didn't have to see the figure in the doorway to know who it was. That distinct sound of 
running water was ingrained into his head since that Christmas night. 


"Niki," Fundy said, his voice carrying in the small cabin. "Nice to see you again." He brought 
the gun up and levelled it at her head. 


She stared at him through her eyelashes, her hood and mask covering the rest of her face. In 
the light of day, her black suit stood out amongst the powdered snow surrounding the 
property. If anything, though, it made her even more terrifying. 


"I thought I taught you better than this, Vulpes," she said, her accent taking on a German lilt. 
"Attachments. You came back here knowing I knew where it was." 


"I thought you were on my side," Fundy revealed. "You didn't take me when you could've." 


Niki hummed, her body relaxed. "My mistake." 


She was gone in a sprinkle of water, the remaining droplets freezing instantly in the cold air. 
Fundy crouched low, expecting an attack from all sides. Niki reappeared to his left and leaned 
to the side when he shot at her. "Aww, you think you can hit me," she taunted as she swung 
her leg across his hand, kicking the gun from his grip before circling around and punching 
him in the head. "I taught you everything you know." Fundy went tumbling down to the 
ground but stood up immediately, his fast reflexes kicking in. He went searching for the gun 
but Niki kicked it under the couch before he could grab it. 


Phil could barely keep up with the action, each Spider trading hits against each other like a 
game, a dance that only the two of them knew. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see 
Techno snap out of his shock and raise his axe high above his head. The only problem was 
that the two were moving too fast for any of them to keep up. There was one thing he could 
see, however, and that was Fundy slowly leading Niki over to them. 


There was one moment when Niki swung low to land a punch to Fundy's gut, and while she 
was down his eyes met Phil's in a desperate plea. 


Phil let his wings unfurl from his back and used them to spring forward, catching Niki's 
punch before it could connect with Fundy's exposed chest. She turned around in surprise as 
Phil smiled at her. "Nice to meet you!" He said cheerfully. 


It allowed Fundy enough time to scramble backwards away from the agent, while Niki 
brought her leg up to wrap around Phil's neck, twisting around until he fell to the ground, his 
wings causing him to be uncoordinated and unbalanced from their sudden appearance. She 
stood up with her foot on his chest. "Don't interfere, old man," she growled. 


Phil sighed, "Well, that's just rude. I'm barely forty." 


Techno ran towards the two of them, standing over Phil's head as he brought his axe down 
onto her. She barely ducked in time but brought out a large knife to block the second swing. 


While the two were engaged with each other, Phil crawled out from underneath her as 
Ranboo entered the fight. He teleported from where he had been sitting at the table to just 
behind her, grabbing the dagger from her arm and tossing it far away before she could take a 
chunk out of Techno's arm. Niki rotated her upper body to glare at him, punching him hard in 
the face before turning back around and jumping from Techno's swing to her legs. 


"Ranboo!" Tubbo ran over to the fallen boy, helping him back up from where he had fallen. 


As Techno kept Niki distracted, Phil turned to Fundy. "Lead the way," he told him, aware that 
only Fundy had the knowledge necessary to stop her. 


Fundy didn't need to be told twice and ran to the kitchen wall where he placed one foot on it 
and backflipped over himself, swinging through the air and landing on Niki's shoulders. The 
two of them went down as he caught her by surprise and it gave Phil enough time to rush in 
and pin her arms to the floor. "Techno! Her legs!" 


With Fundy holding down her head, Phil holding down her arms and Techno pinning her legs 
to the floor, she couldn't do much but watch as Wilbur strode forward. "Your special power 
doesn't work on me, Mockingbird," she said, struggling against the men holding her down. 


Fundy turned to Wilbur. "We're not completely immune," he revealed. "We're just less 
susceptible. Put everything you have into it and it might work." 


Niki whipped her head to glare at Fundy as Wilbur shuffled closer. He took a deep breath 
before speaking; "Calm." 


Her struggling slowed slightly but didn't stop as Wilbur stepped forward again. "It's not going 
to work-" 


"Calm." 


She blinked her eyes as a wave of tiredness washed over her. "No, stop, stop, stop, stop-" 


"Calm." 


Tears rolled down her cheeks slowly as she struggled to fight off the sweet tone that filled 
Wilbur's words. "Please, don't do this." 


He stared at her sadly. " Calm." 


She finally stopped struggling and simply stared forward, her breathing coming out in slow, 
controlled breaths. 


Fundy let go of the tight hold he had on her head but kept his hands there. He pulled back her 
hood and ran his fingers through her hair. "I'm sorry, Niki." 
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Wilbur's gift was powerful, Fundy would admit, but Spiders had been trained against such 
powers, so Niki hadn’t stayed sedated for that long. 


Thankfully, the rope that Fundy and Phil had found before from under the bed was strong 
enough to hold her, but only if Fundy did it. Phil had offered but had been shot down almost 
immediately by the young boy, who knew exactly what Niki was capable of. 


Techno had chimed in, saying, "Can't she just 'water-teleport’ her way out of them?" while 
Fundy was tying the knots. 


Fundy shook his head, glaring down at Niki as he finished the final tie. "She needs to be free 
in order to do that, water has to be unbound to flow." She glared back at him in defiance. 


He recalled the mission he had found out about this flaw in her powers, the one where it was 
up to him to rescue her. Usually, such a failure on her part would result in punishment. "Not 
if they don't find out," Fundy had said at the time, winking at her. He wondered if she had 
already been thinking of leaving by that point. 


They had all expected her to put up more of a fight. After all, everything they had heard 
about the Red Room painted its agents as deadly weapons, efficient killing machines, perfect 
soldiers. If everything Fundy had said about the Room was true, and if everything they had 
found out about it themselves was true, then Niki should've had no problem escaping her 
bonds, even if she couldn't use her powers against them. 


Fundy, especially, was confused. Her actions weren't lining up. Did she want to save him or 
not? Why was she doing this? Why was she not escaping now that she had the chance? If she 
was being forced to do this by the Room, why wasn't she breaking out of her bonds? 


But she didn't escape. Actually, she didn't even try to escape. She didn't even struggle. She 
just let them tie her up as if she had given up. This isn't like Niki, Fundy thought. 


She sat there, her head bowed as the group stood around her, considering her. Fundy stood in 
the middle, his arms crossed as he leaned against the dining table. He held an air of 
confidence as he watched her, his eyes staring daggers into her head. 


“What’s going on, Niki?” He asked, his voice cold. 


Niki didn’t react at all. She kept her head bowed and her eyes on the floor as if she hasn’t 
even heard him in the first place. 


Fundy pressed on, “I know you don't want to do this. You were on our side. You were going 
to escape. I need to know what has happened that you are letting the Red Room make you do 
this.” 


“The Red Room isn’t making me do anything,” came her shaky reply. 


“Niki,” Fundy sighed. 


She took in a breath, “And my name is Nikita.” 


Phil looked like he wanted to say something. Fundy watched him out of the corner of his eye, 
seeing how the man squirmed at his place at the table. 


Seeing Phil make no effort to interrupt him, Fundy continued. “What have they done to 
Tommy?” 


“Achilles,” Niki corrected, and the group winced. “Has been returned to his rightful place 
among the ranks of the Spiders.” 


Tubbo grumbled slightly under his breath but calmed down when Ranboo placed a hand on 
his shoulder. Wilbur, similarly, looked as if he was about to attack her. 


Fundy narrowed his eyes at her, “You wanted to leave more than anyone else, Niki.” 


She shook her head. “My place is with the Spiders.” 


“No, it’s not!” He urged, leaning forward. She finally lifted her head. Her eyes were lifeless, 
scared. Fundy forgot to breathe as he looked into them. “Niki,” he breathed out. 


“My loyalty is to the Red Room,” she continued as if he never interrupted her. “I belong to 
them, they own me.” Tears sprung to her eyes as her mouth moved almost on autopilot. “My 
place is with the Spiders.” 


Fundy moved forward and placed a hand on her shoulder, his eyes wide and concerned. 
“Niki, what did they do to you?” She choked suddenly and closed her mouth quickly. 
Shaking her head, she attempted to throw Fundy’s hand off her, but he held strong. “Niki, I 
know you,” Fundy whispered. “You can tell me, we can help you.” 


“You can’t help me,” she cried. “No one can help me, they have me, they own me, I belong to 
the Red Room.” 


“You don’t,” Fundy growled. "What happened, Niki?" 


She narrowed her eyes at him and kept her mouth closed, and they all knew that was the end 
of the conversation. 


Fundy sighed and took a step back. "We should take turns keeping watch," he suggested, 
looking out the window to where the sun had started to lower over the sky, barely mid- 
afternoon. 


"Two at a time, yeah?" Phil proposed, still staring at Niki. "That's the safest option." 


"T'll take the first shift," Wilbur offered, taking a seat across from Niki. "Maybe I can get her 
to talk a bit," his eyes twinkled, but there was a darkness to them, a smirk plastered over his 
face. 


Niki brought her head up to glare at him as Fundy shook his head. "No, that's not a good 
idea," he deadpanned. "It may have worked once but it probably won't work again. Besides," 
he swallowed harshly. "We've had enough mind-control to last a lifetime." 


Wilbur at least had the sense to look ashamed, the excitement that had come over him doused 
by Fundy's words. Techno huffed and took a seat beside Wilbur. "I'll stay as well and make 
sure this idiot doesn't do anything stupid." 


Satisfied, Phil nodded before turning to look out at the sky. "It's going to get colder," he said. 
Turning back to them, he gestured to Fundy, Ranboo and Tubbo. "Alright, let's go get some 
more firewood," he glanced back at Niki, who was still glaring daggers at Wilbur. "We have a 
long night ahead of us." 


"I need to talk to you," Fundy said to Phil quickly, before anything else could happen. 


Phil looked stunned but then nodded and motioned for Fundy to walk outside with him. 
"We'll come get you when we're finished," he said to Ranboo and Tubbo, before walking out 
the door. The air had chilled even further than what it was just hours ago and Phil was 
suddenly extremely worried about the coming night. Fundy followed after him and the two 
walked around the open clearing. "What's up?" Phil asked. 


"Niki's acting strange," Fundy revealed. "I know her, I know our training, there's no way she 
wouldn't be able to get out of the bonds we've put her in." 


"What are you saying?" 


Fundy sighed. "I'm saying..." He paused and considered his words carefully. "I'm saying that 
she's doing this against her will. The Red Room has something on her but she still wants to 
protect me. She's just worried about repercussions." Then, he laughed a dry chuckle, 
darkened with cynicism. "That, or she's just pulling us into her web until we've let our guard 
down." 


Frowning, Phil turned back to the house. "Which option is more likely?" 


"Honestly?" Fundy sighed. "No idea. I've been out of the game for too long. I knew she was 
just about ready to run away before I was sent away, so something must have happened. I just 
have no idea what." 


Phil nodded, "So, we're not underestimating her." 


"Definitely," Fundy replied. "Either way, she's still dangerous." 


"And you're sure those bonds can hold her?" Phil asked, needing reassurance. He kept 
watching the house, aware that he had just left all his children in there alone with an assassin. 
He winced, "Maybe we should go back in there?" 


Fundy shook his head, "It'll be fine. Her power is different to Ranboo's, I'm guessing. Can he 
teleport even while tied up?" At Phil's nod, Fundy's frown lifted slightly. "Yeah, well. We 
don't have to worry about her escaping that way." 


Phil turned back to Fundy, regarding him with a determined smile. "How do you want to go 
from here?" 


Pausing, Fundy turned suddenly to stare at Phil. "You're asking me?" He asked, incredulous. 


"You're the expert. This is your world, you know more about this than any of us. I'm 
following your lead." Phil shrugged. 


The young boy stayed silent for a while, staring at Phil with unreadable eyes before turning 
back to the house. "I need to find out what Niki's intentions are." 


"Any ideas how?" 


"Not really," Fundy replied, groaning as he placed his head in his hands. "I'm just going to 
have to keep trying until she cracks." 


Phil nodded slowly. "I'm sure we can figure something out." He placed a hand on Fundy's 
shoulder, but the boy immediately shook it off. The two stared at each other for a while, 
before Fundy rolled his eyes. 


Finished with their talk, for now, the two walked back to retrieve Ranboo and Tubbo. 


The sun continued to settle over the sky as the group went out to chop down the trees 
surrounding the safe house. They had all, thankfully, grabbed extra winter coats before going 
out, as none of them except Fundy were used to the extremely cold temperatures. 


Fundy took this opportunity to let out some pent up aggression from the last few days. 
Initially, Phil had grabbed the axe and had started to chop down the trees while the boys were 
to hold onto the logs, with Ranboo to be teleporting them back to the house, but just as Phil 
was about to swing down, Fundy had given him one look and held out his hand. Phil handed 
the axe over wordlessly. 


The rhythmic swing of the axe down onto the timber reminded Fundy of his days training in 
the Room, when he would spar against the training bots, his knife slashing across their chests. 
This, although not as strenuous, did have the effect he wanted; the energy that was bubbling 
inside him from the helplessness of the situation slowly dissipated. It didn't help as much as 
real training would, but it was a good alternative. 


They worked in silence. Fundy knew the others had questions but he wasn't in the mood to 
answer them. So, the group stayed quiet, the only sounds being the occasional singing from 
the birds, the swinging of the axe and the chopping of the wood, and Ranboo's vwoops as he 
teleported the logs to the house. 


"So," Tubbo started, piling the logs into neat groups as Fundy brought the axe down again. 
"How long are we staying here?" 


Fundy picked up the wood and passed it to Phil, who passed it to Tubbo. "Not sure," he 
responded. "Niki coming here complicates matters. I wanted to leave by tomorrow but," he 
grimaced. "Maybe not." 


"Can we talk about that?" Tubbo asked, trying his best not to look at Fundy. "I thought you 
said she was on our side?" Phil gave Fundy a look before he went back to pick up the logs. 


Rolling his eyes at the man's concern, Fundy replied, "She was. But something happened." 


"Mind control?" Tubbo mumbled, shifting side to side. 


Fundy frowned, the axe in his hands stilling. "It's... possible." He revealed. "But," he 
continued swinging the axe. "The Room doesn't like to have us fully controlled. They like 
that we do most of it of our own free will. It's how they feel powerful." 


The group returned to an awkward silence, as they often did when Fundy talked about the 
Red Room. There was another 'vwoop' as Ranboo returned to take back the next set of logs. 
"These are the last ones?" He asked, looking dazed and tired, his eyes drooping. Fundy could 
see the shallow breaths he was taking as the boy's mask blew in and out. 


Tubbo dropped the logs into his arms and smiled, patting his friend on the back. "One more 
after this, boss man." 


Ranboo nodded, resigned, and sighed as he teleported again. Fundy swung the axe for the last 
time, wiping away the sweat that formed on his brow despite the cold weather. 


"Do you, uh," Tubbo stuttered, fiddling with his hands. "Do you think we can actually do 
this?" 


Fundy turned to look at him. It was easy to forget that, while Fundy was younger than Tubbo, 
he was far more experienced than him when it came to life-threatening situations. Standing 
there, bundled up in snow jackets and arms crossed over his chest, Tubbo looked so young. 
Tubbo looked so young and so scared. 


Which was hilarious because Fundy was younger than Tubbo, and he felt a pang in his chest 
at the realisation that if he had gotten a normal childhood, maybe he might've been as 
terrified as Tubbo looked now. Realistically, Fundy should be terrified. He was concerned, 
obviously, but Fundy was used to being worried. He was used to fear, and doubt, and had 
learned how to take big emotions and dull them down so he didn't have to feel. It's not as if 
they let him feel anyway. 


Phil sighed, placing a comforting hand on Tubbo's shoulder. Fundy's heart leapt at the fact 
that Phil had tried to move with him before, but he squashed it down. Wolf Spiders don't feel. 
"It'll be alright, mate." Tubbo smiled up at Phil, nodding his head and leaning into the touch. 


Fundy swallowed harshly, staring at the two. J want that, he realised. J want to be comforted 
and feel it, I want someone to care, I want to be a kid, why wasn't I allowed to be a kid? 


Perhaps coming to the same realisation, Phil turned to Fundy and smiled sadly. "It's okay to 
be scared," he said to both of them. 


A similar smile on his face, Fundy replied with full honesty, "I'm not." 


And that was the saddest part. 


Five and a half months ago 


Achilles didn't know why Dream and 404 were with him on this mission. To his 
understanding, it was a simple mission: Get the information from the target and get out. He 
had been on a hundred like it before, and he was halfway into his fourth year as a graduated 
Wolf Spider, so there was no reason he needed supervision. Really, it was all just a bit 
humiliating. Did the Room not trust him anymore? 


When he had inquired about it he had received a harsh slap and, "Don't question us," from 
Dream, 404 staying silent as he usually did. Achilles bowed his head and followed the two. 


It wasn't until his second night on the mission did he understand. 


"I don't like the implications of this." 


Achilles was walking past the room Dream was staying in, as his own room was next to it. He 
honestly didn't mean to eavesdrop, he knew the punishment he would receive if he got caught, 
but it wasn't his fault Dream hadn't shut his door. It wasn't his fault he just happened to be 
walking past at that time. It wasn't his fault Dream and 404 were talking about this. 


"It doesn't matter what we want," 404 replied, monotoned as always. 


Dream growled, "Aren't you worried? They can already take our memories, what happens 
when they can alter them completely? Aren't you terrified of that?" 


Achilles stopped himself from gasping. 


"I learned early on that the Red Room does what it wants and I can't do anything about it." 
There was a shuffling from the room. "We're here to complete our mission. That's always been 


what we do." 


He heard a sigh and then a creak as if someone had just sat on the bed. "What if he can make 
us a different person? What if he can change who we are? George, I-" He was cut off 
suddenly as 404 huffed. "404," Dream sighed. "They've already taken so much." 


Another creak. "We aren't anyone, Dream. He can't change what doesn't exist." 


There was silence. Achilles drifted closer to the door, silencing his breathing as his heart 
raced. 


"Who knew one kid could be so powerful?" 


A dry laugh from 404. "It doesn't matter, Dream. Our purpose is to help Achilles -" 


Achilles woke, his alarm going off beside him. What? 


He thought he had broken the habit of waking up late. 


Blinking his eyes open, he frowned as he thought about the dream he had been having. "What 
a weird thing to dream about," he mumbled himself. 


Rising from his bed, he started to get ready for the day, trying to rid of the images stuck in his 
head. 


It didn't mean anything. 


It couldn't mean anything. 


... Right? 


The air was cold. So, so, so cold. 


Russia was unforgiving in the winter, all of them were just now beginning to realise that. The 
sun had finally set over the horizon and took with it any remaining warmth, sending the 
house and its inhabitants into a frozen wasteland. Fundy and Niki, however, seemed more 
than comfortable in the freezing cold. 


Phil had tried to make the fire burn hotter, brighter, longer, but there was only so much it 
could do against the below-freezing temperatures. He had made sure Tubbo and Ranboo were 
as rugged up as they could be and basically forced them to sit in front of the fire. They had 
dozed off long ago, and Phil and Techno had moved them to the bed in the living room, 
pushing it across the floor so that it remained close to the fire. 


He had also made sure Wilbur and Techno had gone to bed. The two had protested heavily 
but Phil reminded them that they had taken the first shift, and it was now time for them to 
rest. Wilbur had rolled his eyes but lazily walked to the bedroom, where Phil had made sure 
there were plenty of blankets so they didn't get cold. Techno had followed soon after. 


So, that had left Phil and Fundy to take the second shift of watching Niki. 


She hadn't said anything since that afternoon, had just kept her head bowed and mouth shut 
as Techno and Wilbur watched her. When dinner came she had refused, even though they had 
offered to undo her bonds to allow her to eat. 


Phil could tell Tubbo and Ranboo didn't understand. As experienced as they may have been 
in the world of superheroes and spies, they were still young. Tubbo watched her with sad 
eyes while Ranboo tried to ignore how everyone gave him pitying looks, especially Tubbo 
whenever the boy thought too hard about how Niki, Fundy and Ranboo all shared one thing 
in common. Techno and Wilbur understood a little bit more, but the two were still confused at 
the Widow's behaviour. 


Fundy seemed to have reached a peace, of sorts, with Niki. He ignored her as they all milled 
around the house, replacing the firewood and cleaning up from dinner. 


Eventually, however, even he had gotten tired of her silence, and so, when everyone but him 
and Phil had gone to sleep, he pulled up a chair in front of her and sat down. "Alright," he 
began. "What's going on?" 


Niki sighed. "Nothing is going on, Vulpes." 


"We both know that's not true, Nikita," he shoved the name in her face, watching as she 
winced. 


Phil stepped forward, then, wanting to offer reassurance. “Whatever is happening, we can 
help you, Niki,” he said. “We have the resources to keep you safe.” 


“Even you are no match for the Room,” she said, her body tense. “They are ruthless.” 


"We want to bring them down," Phil revealed. "We want to take back Tommy. If we're crazy 
enough to consider doing that, we're crazy enough to try to keep you protected." 


She shook her head again, groaning in frustration. "No, I don't want - need, I don't need to be 
protected," she sighed. "My loyalty is to the Red Room." 


Fundy groaned softly, aware of the two boys sleeping a few feet aware from him. He placed 
his head in his hands and leaned back in his chair. Phil, similarly annoyed, rubbed at his face. 


The night was silent apart from the quiet snores echoing around the house and the wind 
outside. Phil noticed that the fire was threatening to dim and so walked over to stoke it once 
again. 


While the man was gone, Fundy leaned forward, whispering to Niki, "Does it have something 
to do with what happened in Budapest?" 


Niki gasped, her eyes snapping up to stare at him. "I thought I told you to never speak about 
that," she whispered back. 


"Come on, Niki, I know you came back from there different." Fundy frowned. "You might've 
fooled everyone else but you could never fool me." 


"We don't talk about Budapest," Niki snapped. 


Fundy was thankful Phil knew how to take a hint, as the man stayed over near the fire while 
the two agents talked. "Well, we're going to talk about it now." 


"There's nothing to talk about!" 


"You and I both know that's not true," Fundy replied. Niki leaned back in her seat, sighing 
heavily. "I can't help you if I don't know what's going on." 


Niki shook her head sadly, her eyes floating around Fundy's face. "You are a child," she said. 
"You can't help me." 


Fundy found it was suddenly hard to breathe. "You and I both know I'm not a child," he 
whispered. "You helped make me that way." 


She glared at him, her face pulled tight. There was a silence between them, an unbreakable 
wall that Fundy wished Niki would break down. 


“Niki,” Fundy said, calmly. “What’s going on?” 


Her face remained emotionless but Fundy could always read her better than the others. It 
came from knowing each other so well. It came from going on so many missions with each 
other, Niki supervising him when he was not yet a graduate. It came from Niki herself 
teaching him the ways of observation. Fundy could see the pain in her eyes that threatened to 
spill and fall in the space between them. She just needed a push. 


"I know what freedom is," he said. "You can have it, too." 


She stared at him for a moment, tears threatening to spill. Fundy knew she wouldn’t let them, 
though. There was a beat of silence, a moment of hesitation. "And what if I can't?" She 
asked. 


Shaking his head, Fundy promised, "You will have it." 


He watched as she finally tore down the wall. 


“They have Jack,” she whispered. 


Fundy breathed in sharply. "What?" 


"They have Jack," she repeated, and that was enough to break the dam. She struggled to hold 
back the tears. "They will kill him if I don't bring you back. I'm so sorry, there was nothing I 
could do, if I even tried to escape they would kill him." 


Fundy swore softly. "Okay, okay," he whispered as Niki bowed her head again. "Hey, hey, 
we're going to fix this." 


"How?" She sobbed. "How are we going to fix this? I can't hurt you but I can't let them kill 
Jack, I just can't." 


"We're going to fix this," Fundy promised. He turned his head to look over at where Phil was 
sitting by the fire, blatantly watching the two agents. As the two locked eyes, they both knew 
exactly what the plan was. They both knew exactly what had to be done. Phil nodded at him. 
"I promise we're going to fix this." He turned back to her. "You're going to take me back with 
you to the Room." 


Niki glanced up. "What?" She breathed. 


"You're going to take me back with you to the Room," he repeated. "And we're going to 
rescue both Tommy and Jack." 
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The next morning brought with it the glorious warmth of the sun. 


It was still way too cold than any of them would've liked, but at least Phil was able to let the 
fire burn out without worrying that they would die of hypothermia. 


Phil and Fundy had stayed up for the rest of the night, talking with Niki and going over the 
plan that they were potentially going to use to get Tommy and Jack back. Jack, Phil had 
learned, was a friend of Niki's who had met him during a mission. That was all the 
information she had given him and Phil knew there was something there that she wasn't 
going to tell him, maybe ever. Fundy, especially, seemed extremely awkward whenever the 
topic came up. 


But, who was Phil to judge? These children (because that's what they were, even Niki who 
looked older but still much younger than someone with those eyes was allowed to be) had 
gone through so, so damn much, and Phil's avian instincts had started to act up again, his 
wings fluffing up and his ears perking as he tried his hardest not to let a chirp escape from his 
lips. 


Just as the sun peeked over the horizon, Phil heard stirring from the bedroom, already 
knowing that Techno was waking, and with him, a tired and angry Wilbur as well who was 
not going to be happy at the early morning start. 


Phil felt bad waking up Tubbo and Ranboo, who looked so peaceful as they slept. He was 
well aware that the boys had been thrown completely out of their depth in the last forty-eight 
hours, and his mind refused to shut up about the fact that they were only teenagers... they 


were only children. But, the group had some very serious things that they need to discuss and 
the boys had to be present for that meeting. 


Breakfast was a... weird time, considering Niki was still just tied up at the table (as, although 
she was being helpful, none of them trusted her yet) and refused to eat (once again). Fundy 
just shrugged his shoulders and mumbled out, "It's fine, we can still take on a full-grown man 
after not eating for a week," and if that didn't make Phil want to fly right to the Red Room 
and beat up some assholes. Instead, he just sucked in a breath and smiled at the boy through 
gritted teeth. 


During lunch they discussed plans. Fundy and Niki combined their knowledge of the Room 
to draw up a semi-accurate floor plan of the headquarters and the actual plan when interacting 
with the agents and instructors. 


The plan was... simple. And that made Phil both nervous and relieved at the same time. 


But, whatever. It's not like he had any other ideas. 


Yeah, it was simple. Niki would take Fundy back to the Room, pretending to still be 
following their orders, and find Jack and Tommy respectively while Tubbo would hack their 
system (with some previous help from Fundy) to allow Ranboo access to Fundy, Tommy, 
Niki and Jack's location. Phil, Wilbur and Techno would be on standby for backup if needed 
(though, hopefully, it wouldn’t be). 


But, just because it was simple didn’t mean there were no objections to it. 


"How can we be sure Niki is really on our side?" Wilbur asked, before side-eyeing the 
Widow in question. "No offence." 


"None taken," she smiled, her teeth showing through, her eyes sharp and dangerous. Wilbur 
gulped audibly. 


Techno sighed. "Wilbur's got a point," he said, rubbing at his head as if a headache was 
forming. He turned to Niki and Fundy. "Not that I don't trust you guys, but how did Miss 
Kill-On-Sight go from trying to stab us to following us into a suicide mission?" 


Niki hesitated, her eyes flickering downwards, which was perhaps the most emotion they had 
seen on her face, ever. "I wanted to leave," she replied softly. "I hated it there. Making the 
children fight, punishing them, going on missions where I was just used for my body-" She 
stopped and took a deep breath in. "But, they have leverage over me," she revealed. "They'll 
kill him, and- and I can't let that happen." Fundy stared at her with tired eyes as she struggled 
to maintain a calm exterior. She stared at Phil suddenly, her eyes piercing through the 
morning haze. "You can guarantee he'll be protected? If we go through with this, Jack will be 
safe?" 


Phil swallowed, hard. "We can't guarantee anything," he said, eventually, watching as her 
eyes hardened. "But, we promise to protect him as much as our own. And we will put just as 
much energy into rescuing him as we'll put into rescuing Tommy." 


She didn't seem to like that answer, but sighed and nodded anyway. "I guess that is as much 
of a guarantee as you can offer." Glancing up, she tried for a smile but it came out more like a 
smirk. "Contrary to popular belief, I don't want to kill any of you." 


They all nodded back at her. 


"Another concern," Wilbur started, and everyone held in a groan. "I don't like how..." he 
paused, struggling for words. "I don't like that the three more experienced people in this room 
aren't directly involved." 


Fundy narrowed his eyes, "I think Niki and I have more experience each than all of you 
combined." 


"Careful, mate," Phil warned. "I have more than twenty years in the field." 


"What I'm trying to say," Wilbur interupted. "-is that Phil, Techno and I aren't going to be 
involved. This is all hinging on Ranboo, who - Ranboo," he addressed the boy. "I don't doubt 


your abilities but you're a little young to be the reason this mission will fail or succeed." 


The boy in question shrugged his shoulders. "I mean, yeah," he stuttered. "It's a little nerve- 
wracking but it's nothing too difficult. It's just teleporting in and out. Tubbo will be watching 
to see when Tommy and Fundy," - seeing Niki's frown, he added on - "and Jack and Niki are 
in position, and then I'll just 'vwoop!" He articulated this point with accompanying hand 
movements, clearly meant to represent his teleporting ability. 


Niki stared at the boy with an unreadable expression. "Fundy tells me you were a recruit," 
she said, tilting her head to the side. Ranboo stuttered while the rest of the room grew quiet. 
"I don't remember you. That generally means you did something good." 


Ranboo ducked his head. "All I did was run." 


"Good," she replied, earnest and so incredibly full of pride that Ranboo almost burst into 
tears right then and there. "I won't be much help, they'll put a power dampener on me as soon 
as I enter. I wish you didn't have to do this alone." she frowned. "I'm sorry." 


They didn't quite know what she was apologising for. Not being able to teleport out? 
Ranboo's experience in the Room? Her previous actions just the day before? Her kidnapping 
of Tommy that got them into this mess in the first place? 


Perhaps they would never know. 


Phil sighed and attempted to bring the conversation back to the topic at hand. "Yes, so," he 
continued. "We'll be on standby if anyone needs us. Tubbo will hack into the system to check 
the logs and see where Tommy and Jack are and will let Fundy and Niki know. Once they've 
found the boys, then, and only then," he stared at Tubbo who nodded solemnly back. "He'll 
cut the security cameras in those areas with enough time for Ranboo to go and grab them all." 


"Do you actually think this can work?" Tubbo asked, voice incredibly small, too small. No 
one answered him. He sighed, "Great." 


"We don't have much of a choice," Niki said. "We're running out of time." 


Phil glanced up, worried. "Running out of time?" He asked, a clear demand in his tone. 


Niki frowned, "Achill- Tommy is being sent on a mission in less than a week. I overheard 
them talking about it just before I left." 


"How long will it take us to get to the Room?" Techno asked, leaning forward across the 
table. 


"A day, maybe two," Niki answered, staring intently at the compass within Tubbo's hands. 
"Depends on how close it is to Moscow." She leaned back, then. "We can take the car." 


Phil blinked. "The car? What car?" 


She smirked, her head tilting to the side. "There's a car around the back for easy escape." 


"Why not the plane?" Wilbur narrowed his eyes. "Wouldn't it be faster?" 


"Yes, and how should we explain to the Red Room why we were flying around in their 
airspace?" Niki rolled her eyes. "We're taking the car. I'll drive." 


Wilbur sighed and turned to Phil, who offered him no sympathy. Instead, the oldest of the 
group smiled and stood up, shoulders tense and drawn back. "So," he started. "Shall we go 
then?" 


Achilles knew something wasn't right. 


He saw it in the way people gave him a second glance when they passed each other, saw it in 
the way the superiors treated him almost like he was going to snap, saw it in the way Dream 
and 404 kept a closer eye on him than before. 


Maybe if the Red Room hadn't trained him so well, then he wouldn't have noticed it as much, 
but it seemed like the older Spiders were on walking on eggshells around him as if at any 
second he would go into a full-blown rage, perhaps stab someone when they had their back 
turned, perhaps run away entirely. 


There were whispers, as well, from the hallways when people thought he wasn't listening. 
Echoes of ‘he's back' and 'mission', mumblings of 'after months' and 'doesn't remember". 


If that didn't leave him suspicious, he didn't know what would. 


Even worse, there was something off in the air in the Red Room, something all of the higher- 
ups were hiding. Every moment felt tense, even more tense than usual. Achilles could feel his 
fellow Spiders becoming nervous at the sudden change in atmosphere. The Red Room was 
afraid of something, but what? 


It all came to a head one morning. 


"Achilles," Dream and 404 stood in front of him, with Eret and a few of the other superiors 
lining the wall. Eret smiled down at Achilles. "This next assignment, Dream and 404 will be 
joining you." 


He blinked but didn't dare say a word, his mouth closed shut as he had been taught. Achilles' 
eyes turned to the side quickly, seeing Dream's mask smiling down at him. 


This was an intelligence mission. A simple intelligence mission. He'd been on hundreds 
before, always coming back successful. Why were Dream and 404 joining him on a simple 
intelligence mission? 


There's no way... 


Achilles' eyes moved quickly up to 404's white-rimmed glasses, the frames hiding the man's 
stare, before turning back to Eret. "Yes, sir." 


"You will have three more days to prepare," Eret drawled. "Use your time wisely. If you have 
any questions you can bring them to Dream and 404, you are to answer to them on this case." 
Then they waved their hand. 


The boy nodded his head before taking his leave of the room, his shoulders squared. 


Now things were getting weird. 


Achilles had been trying to rid the dream he'd had the other night from his mind, but the 
moments kept sticking with him almost every moment of the day. The weirdness of Dream 
and 404 supervising him, their strange conversation, the weird pang of guilt and fear that ran 
through him when he woke up, and a bizarre feeling of longing and an ache that he couldn't 
quite describe. Flashes of faces he'd never seen before but somehow knew, even though they 
were blurry and faded whenever he woke up. 


And now part of his dream was coming true? 


He knew a thing or two about dreams, enough to know that they have power, that they have 
meaning. Knew not to underestimate the strength they had on a person's psyche. Achilles 
didn't dream often, either, so when he did, it meant something. 


I was gone on a mission for months.... He thought to himself as he made his way back to his 
room. I have my memory wiped, and then I have a dream that 404 and Dream join me on a 
mission, and now that exact thing is happening? 


He didn't want to jump to conclusions, ( don't act without thinking. Wait, little Spider), but it 
was possible... it was possible that those were memories. 


But it wasn't possible. No, it wasn't possible. No one had ever gotten their memories back 
from Mnemosyne. No one could remember what they had been made to forget. 


So, no. Tommy wasn't - 


He stopped, just within the doorway to his room. 


Achilles. 


Achilles . 


He was Achilles , not Tommy. He had named himself Tommy when he was young, too young 
to understand the horrors of the world but experienced enough to know them personally. 
Pulled the name from a random boy he had run into during a routine mission, given it to 
himself in the darkness of the dorm rooms when they were all expected to be asleep. No one 
knew he was Tommy, and he hadn't called himself that since he had graduated, understanding 
that the time for innocent childhood names had left him. 


Achilles wasn't getting his memories back. 


As he shook his head of the thoughts, he was once again extremely aware of the compass in 
his pocket. 


He closed the door behind him but didn't take another step into his room. 


There was an itch in his hand, wanting him to reach into the pocket and take the compass out. 
But he couldn't. The camera in the corner of his room stilled the movements of his fingers as 
they brushed against his thigh. 


Your Tubbo. 


Tubbo. 


The name shouldn't have been familiar to him. He had never heard the name before, never 
met anyone with such a strange name, but the warmth that entered his chest at the thought of 
this person concerned him. 


Wolf Spiders do not feel. They do not feel pain. They do not feel emotions. They do not feel 
anything. 


Shaking his head, he tried to rid any thoughts of names, memories, dreams and compasses. 
He had a job to do, and he was extremely out of practice. 


He made his way to the training room, on a mission as he confidently walked down the 
hallways, putting on a facade as the hesitation, worry and doubt swirled around his head. 


Spiders passed him as he journeyed, giving him second glances as they nodded to each other. 
Achilles growled softly under his breath, hating that it seemed the entire organisation knew 
something that he didn't. 


As he entered the training room, his eyes were drawn to one Spider absolutely destroying the 
training bots in front of her. 


Beautie and Achilles, despite being each other's counterparts, hadn't talked much in their four 
(almost five) years since graduation. Sure, they had gone on the occasional mission together, 
but other than that the two hadn't interacted much. 


Perhaps being a bit too impulsive than what was expected of him, Achilles approached the 
Widow and grabbed her foot in a stronghold as she threw a kick in his direction. "Letting out 


some anger, are we?" He smirked, turning his gaze to the bot that was barely staying upright 
in front of her. 


She panted slightly, her position awkward as Achilles still held her foot. "I was actually 
having a great time before you came," she replied, her thick Scottish accent bleeding through 
her words. 


Of course, she wasn't actually Scottish. Well, she could've been, no one would know. But 
they had all done this. They had all learned accents as kids and could flick through them as 
easily as breathing, but they had all picked one to use in their everyday conversations. For 
Tommy, it had been an English accent, for Beautie, a Scottish one. Dream had adopted an 
American accent while Nikita used a German one. 


Achilles smirked as he threw her leg down hard. "Wanna spar?" He asked, his eyes burning 
holes into hers. 


She smirked back, "Do you even need to ask?" 


There was something about fighting against a living, breathing person that could never be 
replicated in the (admittedly, extremely lifelike) training bots the Room had provided for 
them. Training bots were simply computers that had memorised thousands of fighting moves 
and could draw one at random to use, but they weren't real people, with real decision-making 
skills and real flaws. 


It was always more exciting to train against another Spider, especially one of equal strength 
and skill. Beautie and Achilles had been raised together, had trained together, had risen up the 
ranks together and had come out victorious as the winners of the cruel game of life they made 
them play. It was almost cathartic fighting against her. 


Achilles let himself sink into an easy rhythm as he started his questioning. "You remember 
Nikita?" 


Beautie dodged a punch to her stomach and retaliated with a swing of her fists, aiming for his 
jugular. "Of course, she's only been gone for a few days on her mission." She smirked as she 


lowered herself to the ground, bracing herself for the hit Achilles threw at her. "I'm not the 
one who had their memories wiped." 


Rolling his eyes, Achilles swung his body downwards to try and bring her down, but she only 
slid out of the way. "You remember the ideas, is what I'm asking?" 


Slowing her movements slightly but still keeping up with Achilles, Beautie frowned. "I don't 
like where this is going." 


"What if I asked for a favour?" 


She sighed, swinging her legs to try and topple him, knowing his height made him 
susceptible to such attacks. "I'm not getting in trouble just because you're stupid." 


Achilles grinned, all teeth, as he dodged another one of her attacks. "How about this," he 
proposed. "If I win this spar, you have to help me." 


Considering him for a moment while jumping over his attempt to grab her legs, she nodded. 
"Okay," she agreed, shrugging her shoulders. 


The two continued for a while, exchanging blows against each other and dodging punching 
that had the power to fully knock them out for a time. Achilles could feel himself grow tired, 
weary, cursing his body for being weaker than what he had remembered it to be. 


Eventually, though, Beautie messed up, a punch thrown just too early, a slight miscalculation, 
her foot sliding just too far to the left, and suddenly she was on the ground, being held in a 
chokehold while Achilles stared down at her. "Huh," he smirked, a harmful gleam in his eyes. 
"Guess I'm not the only one out of practice." 


She huffed and threw him off, jumping up from the ground and walking over to where her 
towel hung over the chair. "Lucky," she mumbled, wiping the sweat off her face. "But, 
whatever," she shrugged again, not seeming to really care. "What's the thing, then?" 


"I want you to help me break into the Room's records." 


Turning around sharply, Beautie whipped her head around, her eyes wide. "What the hell?" 
She whispered although the tone was similar to yelling. "Are you crazy?" 


"No, I'm serious," Achilles answered, staring her down. "They're hiding something from us, 
and I want to know what." 


"They've always hidden something from us," she frowned, her eyes narrowing. "And now 
you want to figure it out?" 


Achilles drew his lips into a tight line. "You promised," he reminded her, his arms crossing 
over his chest. 


Beautie sighed, throwing her head back in exasperation. “What do I get in return?” 


He stared at her, a tight-lipped smile across his face. “How about the knowledge of where 
you came from?” 


“What if I don’t want to know that?” 


“Of course you do.” 


She looked away for a while, her hair whipping across her face from where it was tied up 
tight against her head. 


Every Spider, whether they admitted it or not, had some want, some need, some ache to find 
out where they had come from. The Red Room didn’t discriminate, children were taken from 
all over the world to be trained up in the organisation, from different backgrounds, different 


countries, different wealth statuses. Some were taken from the street while others were stolen 
right under their parents' noses. Each one was carefully selected, however. 


What that left them with, then, was an ache that the Red Room squashed out of them, one of 
the first things they were taught. “ It doesn t matter where you came from, ” they would say. “ 
What matters is where you're going. ” It would’ve been quite inspirational if they weren’t 
talking about the kids becoming murderers and terrorists. 


Beautie drew her lips together before rolling her eyes. “Fine!” She exclaimed, still softly, 
aware of the eyes watching their every move. “P1 help.” 


Achilles knew he could count on her, always being too impulsive for the Red Room’s liking, 
always being just a bit too fierce. He knew she had fought tooth and nail to be where she was, 
overcoming every single obstacle they threw her way to knock her out. 


As he walked away, letting her get back to her training, his mind once again drifted to the 
weight in this suit, the other pressing matter that he had to figure out. 


Just who is Tubbo? What do they have to do with all of this? 


What exactly happened in the last few months? 


All seven of them, somehow, had managed to squeeze into the large off-road car that had 
been parked somewhere deep into the forest surrounding them. 


After too much time spent arguing about who would be where, and who would take what 
seat, they all managed to find their places eventually. 


Ranboo and Wilbur had argued that, as the tallest of the group, they should be allowed to be 
either in the passenger seat or in the middle row of the car, their legs way too long to be 
cramped up in the third section that sat higher on the car due to the wheels. (Well, Wilbur had 
argued while Ranboo stood behind him and nodded enthusiastically, his eyes crinkling in 
distress). 


Phil had claimed that, as the oldest, he should be the one to drive, but he had been promptly 
forced down by Fundy and Niki's glares, both of them twitching in annoyance. 


Techno honestly didn't care where he ended up, which meant he was unfortunately relegated 
to the back with Fundy, who glared at everyone when they said, as the smallest of the group, 
he should be in the back. The two awkwardly climbed through the pushed down middle seat 
and made themselves as comfortable as they could in the cramped space. 


Eventually, Niki had ended up driving with Tubbo at the front as navigator; he had the 
compass after all. 


And that left Phil, Ranboo and Wilbur in the middle, poor Phil smashed into the centre next 
to the two giants. He was just glad that he could retract his wings, otherwise, the ride would 
have been a lot more uncomfortable. 


The ride was... awkward to say the least. They left as soon as they could and that ended up 
being mid-morning as they had gotten all of the supplies they needed for the trip. After the 
initial arguing about who went where the group just settled into silence, with Tubbo pointing 
out when the compass moved every now and then for Niki to change their course. 


Needless to say, it was a long start to their trip. 


Eventually, the sun settled over the horizon but they were nowhere near even halfway to their 
destination, and so they pressed on for a little longer. 


At some point, Ranboo had fallen asleep, his head resting against Phil's shoulder, and while 
Phil wasn't asleep his eyes were closed as his own head rested against Ranboo's mop of hair. 
Wilbur was curled up against the side door, his legs drawn up slightly and his head resting 


against his hand as he stared out the window, gazing into the vast expanse of stars and 
darkness above them, watching as the trees and street lights whizzed past them at speed. 


Techno and Fundy sat in an awkward but comfortable silence, each turned outwards, staring 
out their respective windows, neither willing to let down their guard while they had people in 
the car who were vulnerable. 


It was only when Tubbo started to yawn and his eyes started to flutter did Phil suggest for 
them to pull over and camp out the night, realising it was helping no one if they were all too 
tired to stay awake. Niki had argued that she was fine, that she could keep driving for days at 
a time, but Tubbo's sheepish smile and the bags under his eyes, as well as the way Ranboo 
was so clearly uncomfortable in his sleep, pressed Phil to make his decision final. 


Among food and weapons, the group had also grabbed three tents from the safehouse, which 
Phil, Techno, Niki and Fundy set up while Wilbur watched over the two boys, carding his 
hand softly through Ranboo's fringe as the boy continued to dream. 


Tubbo, it seemed, was trying to fight sleep as much as possible, his eyes kept firmly on the 
compass in his hands that pointed ahead of him, mocking him. 


"Come on," Wilbur muttered as the tents were finally assembled. He shook Ranboo slightly, 
the boy opening his eyes slowly as he woke up. "You'll be a lot more comfortable in the 
tents." 


Tubbo and Ranboo took one of the tents while Wilbur and Techno took another, the tents 
filled with all of the blankets they had at their disposal to protect from the harsh Russian 
winter. Still, it was barely enough, and so Fundy had started a fire in the middle of their camp 
to try and warm up the area as much as he could. 


The third tent was meant for other people, too, but it ended up being where they kept most of 
their supplies instead. Neither Niki nor Fundy had wanted to sleep, too paranoid and too 
vigilant to let themselves be vulnerable in front of the others, and Phil hadn't exactly trusted 
the two assassins not to do something in the middle of the night, and so the three of them 
stayed up, sitting on logs around the campfire as the night ticked on. 


Inside the tents, it seemed the occupants weren't doing much sleeping either. 


Wilbur was laying on the sleeping bag with his hand covering his face, desperately trying to 
block out the sounds of nature around him and trying to keep himself warm as much as 
possible. His feet were freezing, even through his thick socks and the two blankets he had 
draped over himself. 


Techno wasn't faring much better, although he would never admit it out loud. His abilities, 
however, gave him a bit of an advantage in the cold department, and so he had foregone the 
second blanket to gift to Ranboo, who felt the cold way too extreme. 


The two sat in silence, simply existing in the same space as each other, their light breaths and 
the sounds of wildlife around them filling the air. They could also hear whispers coming from 
outside where Phil, Niki and Fundy were keeping watch of the fire. 


"Do you think I'm too hopeful?" Wilbur whispered in the dark, his voice barely able to reach 
Techno's ears, even with his superhuman senses. "Do you think I'm jumping too soon?" 


Techno was quiet for a while, and Wilbur didn't need to look at him to know the man had a 
slight frown on his face. "I think you're too romantic at times, Wil." 


"Romantic?" Wilbur asked, his face scrunched up in confusion. "What the hell does that have 
to do with-" 


"You know what I mean," Wilbur could almost hear Techno's eyes rolling. "Not in the love 
sense, in the expressive sense. You wear your heart on your sleeve, you've always been one 
for fantasies and daydreaming." Techno stilled for a minute. "I think you've dreamed of 
something like this happening for a long time, and finally something has happened that you 
can put your hope into." 


Wilbur snorted, "So, you think I'm crazy?" 


"I think you're idealistic, Wil. I think you loved James," Wilbur winced at the past tense. 
"And I think you've convinced yourself he and Tommy are the same." 


"You don't think so?" 


Techno sighed, rolling over in his sleeping bag. "I have more important things to worry 
about," he whispered, and Wilbur was acutely aware that this was a rare moment of 
vulnerability for the man. "Like keeping you, and Phil, and Ranboo and Tubbo safe. Like 
getting us out of this mission alive. Like keeping an eye on Fundy and Niki and making sure 
the plan goes right. I don't have time for fantasies, Wil." 


Wilbur blinked slowly, his hand coming up to bring the blanket tighter around his chest. 
"What if it is him?" 


"Then," Techno grumbled. "Then we would deal with it, one day at a time." 


"He's been through so much, Techno," Wilbur mumbled, his voice soft and aching and filled 
with a pain he would never experience. "I gathered as much from the conversations we had 
but then with everything Fundy told and everything we know about the Room, it's just-" he 
sucked in a breath, tears springing to the edges of his eyes. "If they are, you know, the same 
person, I just..." he attempted to even out his breathing. "He was three, Techno. He was three 
and just learning to climb trees and just learning to sing along with me in harmony and 
learning to cook and he would play-fight with us as if he stood a chance-" 


Techno cut him off, "We can't know for certain." 


"Even if they aren't the same person," Wilbur continued as if Techno had never spoken. 
"Tommy had a life. He had a family. He had parents and he had a future ahead of him which 
didn't include fighting and death and pain and don't even get me started on Fundy who is so 
young-" 


"Talking about Fundy," Techno interupted, his voice coy. "What's your deal with him?" 


Wilbur stopped. "I don't know what you mean," he muttered, but unfortunately for him, 
Techno had always been able to pick up on his tells. 


"Cut the crap, Wil, you've been acting weird around him. You act as if he's a painful reminder 
of something." Techno always knew how to hit the nail on the head. 


"Nothing is going on," Wilbur assured, but Techno knew the man was lying right through his 
teeth. "Am I not allowed to act weird around the crazy child assassin who knows how to fly a 
plane and can resist my charm speak as easily as breathing-" 


Techno snorted, "Yeah, but you were acting weird before we found all of that out. You were 
acting weird the moment you met him." 


Wilbur blinked slowly, breathing in deeply. He tilted his head to the side as if he was 
considering something. In all the years he had known Wilbur, Techno had only seen this 
amount of hesitation around one subject. "He reminds me of someone I knew," Wilbur 
admitted, the words almost silent upon his lips as if it was illegal to speak the words out 
loud. 


Techno blinked in the dark, his eyes now used to the change in lighting and able to see 
Wilbur next to him, the man's eyes staring straight up at the roof of the tent. "Who?" He 
pressed his luck, but knew, like himself, that Wilbur rarely, if ever, talked about his life 
before he met Phil and before he was given a proper home. 


He could relate, of course. Their pasts were both things they were extremely sensitive and 
closed off about. Techno didn't know everything about Wilbur's life before the two had come 
into Phil's care, but he knew enough. He knew, he understood why the man wouldn't talk 
about it even now. Could you blame them, though? 


Wilbur's lips drew together tightly, "My mum's boyfriend." And then, before Techno could 
even process what that could mean at all, Wilbur asked him, "If Tommy isn't... you know, 
then where do you think he is?" 


There was no answer for a long time, just more soft breaths in the air. Wilbur half expected 
Techno to just drop the conversation, but then, he answered. 


"I try not to think about it. I have too much experience in what they do to children with 
nowhere to go." 


Swallowing harshly, Wilbur closed his eyes and breathed out heavily. "That's dark, man." 


"You asked." 


"Oh my goodness, you're so emo," Wilbur groaned, still quiet enough that he wouldn't disrupt 
the people outside their tent. Despite the heaviness of the conversation, both of them laughed 
lightly as Wilbur's comments brought the mood up. "I swear, it's just angst and horror and 
'memememe I'm Techno Blade, I'm so serious and angry all the time'-" 


Techno groaned, "Oh, shut up, I wasn't the one who wore smudgy eyeliner at fifteen-" 


"It was a fashion choice! How many times do I need to say that? It wasn't an emo phase, it 
was a fashion choice!" 


"And all the spoken word poetry you wrote, don't pretend you didn't listen to My Chemical 
Romance either-" 


"First of all, they have really good music, second of all, spoken word poetry doesn't always 
have to be angry and sad, sometimes it can be happy!" 


Techno let out a huff of air, his version of a laugh, as Wilbur chuckled to himself softly. 


The two attempted to drift off to sleep, then, knowing tomorrow would bring about way too 
much chaos than they could deal with while sleep deprived. 


"You realise how much trust I'm putting in you two, right?" 


Eret stared down at the Spiders in front of him, their faces blank and turned down slightly as 
they stood at attention. There was a frown on her face as she considered them. "Achilles may 
have had his memories wiped, but he's smart. Smarter than you two give him credit for. If he 
figured it out last time, he could definitely figure it out this time." 


Dream nodded, "We promise to not make the same mistakes again, sir." 


"You better not," Eret smirked, rolling their fingers against the arm of their chair. "This 
mission has a lot riding on it, not even mentioning how long it took to set up again. You're 
lucky I was able to push it forward as much as I could. The sooner we get this over with, the 
sooner we can put Achilles to good use." 


404's mouth twitched slightly. "Permission to speak?" 


"Permission granted." 


"How exactly are we supposed to have Achilles fulfil the mission without him knowing?" 
404 asked. "He'll have to know the purpose of the mission in order to complete it." 


Eret shook his head, "No, I don't think so. When Achilles used his power for the first time, he 
wasn't even aware he was doing it. He was just desperate." They stood up, then, and stalked 
towards the two agents. "You just have to replicate that desperation and then push him just a 
little with your words." She grinned. "It shouldn't be too hard for such experienced Wolf 
Spiders, especially with Achilles recently wiped again. Unless," they cocked an eyebrow, 
fake surprise on their face. "You're having second thoughts?" 


"No," Dream answered, perhaps too fast than what was normal. "No, of course not sir. We 
wish only what the Room wishes. We will complete this mission." 


Satisfied, Eret sat back down. "If our theory is correct," he said, staring at the papers in front 
of her. "Then the entire world is going to change with how effective the Red Room will 
become." 
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Phil woke up to a sinking feeling. 


It wasn't just the fact that he'd had less than two hours of sleep, having stayed awake for most 
of the night with Fundy and Niki, and it wasn't just the fact that he'd slept on the cold, damp 
log next to the firepit for those two hours. It wasn't the fact that Fundy and Niki looked far 
too serious, sharing glances and frowns when they thought he wasn't looking, and it wasn't 
the fact that after waking Ranboo and Tubbo, the two boys looked around confused for a 
second before realising they were literally on the side of the road in the middle of the Russian 
forest. It also wasn’t just because, when he had opened up their tent, he saw Techno 
sharpening his axe with a little too much force and Wilbur humming softly to himself, 
warming up his voice in case of an emergency. 


He just couldn't shake the feeling that today wouldn't be good, which didn’t bode well 
considering the itinerary for the day. 


Of course, being the resident leader and elder of the group, he attempted to be optimistic 
about their plan, encouraging the others as they rose with the sun and ate the protein bars they 
had grabbed from the safe house. Phil tried to ignore the way Tubbo stared at the compass in 
thinly veiled sorrow and grief, tried to ignore the way Wilbur pulled on the yellow sweater 
with a sad smile. 


It was too early for this. 


"Okay," he started, addressing the group as he stood in front of them, all of them standing 
beside the car. "We've got about another five hours until Moscow, but remember that the Red 


Room can be anywhere before or after there, so..." he winced. "We have no idea how long 
this is going to take, but it should be fine!" 


Niki and Fundy stared at him, their eyebrows raised mockingly, and he rolled his eyes at 
them. 


"We better get moving then," Techno said, eyeing the sun as it rose higher and higher above 
the horizon, a physical reminder of just how much time they had. Realistically, it would be 
best if they arrived today and started to put their plan into motion as soon as possible, having 
no idea just how much time they would have before Tommy would be sent on his mission. 


They all nodded and made their way to the car, having already packed up their campsite and 
stuffed it anywhere it would fit. 


In the end, it only took three hours to reach their destination. 


Tubbo, who had been lazily glancing at the compass every now and then during their journey, 
suddenly shot up quickly and tapped the dashboard excitedly. "It's moving, it's moving!" 


The other occupants of the car, especially Phil who had been dozing in and out of 
consciousness, sat up abruptly and stared at the boy, Wilbur straining his neck to try and see 
the compass while Tubbo waved it around, showing it to the others. 


"What way is it going?" Niki asked, trying desperately to keep her eyes on the road. There 
was a small smile on her lips. 


Tubbo halted his waving and looked back at the compass. "That way," he pointed to their left, 
and Niki eyed the roads until she could find an exit off of the highway. 


What followed was an hour of constantly changing direction with the compass, following it 
as it directed them closer and closer to their friend. 


Every twist and turn promoted the group to restlessness, all of them alert and attentive, on the 
lookout for anything that could potentially be a sign pointing to the Red Room. Each corner 
heightened the tension and excitement in the car, all of them realising just how close they 
were getting to putting their plan in motion. 


Niki slowed the car down to a halt when the compass suddenly pointed completely off the 
road, straight into the Russian wilderness around them with no other roads for miles. She 
turned around in her seat, hesitation flickering briefly in her eyes. “There’s no turning back 
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now. 


Tubbo fiddled with the compass, watching as if continued to point straight ahead of them. “I 
mean,” he muttered. “We have to, don't we? Not...!”” He stumbled over his words, biting his 
lip. “What I mean is; we’ve come this far, and he’s our friend and we need to get our friend 
back, if not we’re sort of horrible people-“ 


“Youre right,” Ranboo cut him off before he could continue too long. ““Tubbo, we 
understand, and you’re right. We do have to.” He glanced out the front of the car, his eyes 
taking in the expanse of wilderness in front of him. 


Wilbur let his head fall back onto the headrest. “How out of our depth are we?” He asked, 
seemingly to the roof of the car. 


“Extremely,” Fundy answered, examining the knife he had taken out of his boot. “But it’s too 
late now.” 


They all turned to Phil, who sat in the middle of the car, staring straight ahead into the 
unknown. That sinking feeling from before still settled in his stomach, churning and rising 
even as he tried to swallow down the anxiety clawing up his throat. He knew, as the oldest 
and therefore unofficial leader of the group, that he had to make the decision. It felt like a 
lifetime since that day in Schlatt’s office, all of them rushing, rushing, rushing and trying not 
to think of the consequences, trying to get there as soon as possible, but now time had slowed 
down. Here they were, so incredibly close to their goal. Should they? 


But what about his kids? What about Fundy and Niki? Was it fair to drag them all into a 
nightmare on earth? Perhaps he should have done it alone. 


But he knew all of them would rather die than give up on Tommy. The boy who had wormed 
his way into their hearts in such a short amount of time (had it really only been a couple of 
months since he met the boy?) and they were so, so close to reaching out and getting him 
back, taking him back to his real family. 


( And then there was that part of Phil, the part he tried to suppress, his avian instincts kicking 
in and screaming “my child! My child! That’s my child! Our kid!” that he knew better than to 
listen to. It was dangerous to put hope into a fleeting moment, an offhand comment, a fact 
with little basis in reality. It was dangerous... 


But since when was Phil afraid of a little danger?) 


Phil turned to Niki and smiled. “When you’re ready,” he said, and the woman turned back to 
the steering wheel and slowly inched forward into the line of trees. 


The compass took them even deeper into the wild forests, trees towering over them and 
casting shadows even in the glow of the late morning sun. Niki drove as fast as she could, but 
the huge roots along the ground forced her to go slower than they all would've liked, as well 
as the fact that the area they were in was undeveloped and untouched by human hands. 


It was almost noon by the time they saw anything resembling a man-made structure. 


Gasping suddenly, Niki stopped the car and took in a deep breath, flexing her hands on the 
steering wheel as she stared ahead. 


Startled by the car breaking, Tubbo looked up, his eyes narrowing in confusion at what 
exactly it was they were all looking at. "It's just a bunch of posts?" It was a statement voiced 
as a question as he didn't fully understand what was in front of them. 


His description was accurate, to a certain point. In front of their car was a large area covered 
by trees and rolling hills, a place that would generally be considered serene and peaceful. The 
trees, though, were few and far between, and what actually covered the landscape were rows 
upon rows of small white posts, possibly a foot high and no wider than a table leg. There 
were thousands of them, definitely way too many to count, stretching across the field. 


"What are they?" Tubbo asked again, turning around to look at Fundy. 


Niki's hands tightened around the steering wheel. 


Fundy swallowed harshly before turning to Phil. "You wanted to know what happened to the 
other hundred kids?" His face didn't change as he looked back out the window at the expanse 
of white posts. 


"Oh, God," Phil whispered, his face paling. "Oh, I'm gonna be sick." 


It took a while for the other occupants of the car to understand the situation, but when they 
did they all had similar expressions to Phil, Tubbo even choking back a sob as his eyes 
started counting the almost infinite rows stretched out before him. 


A sudden slam of the car door startled them all, their brains barely processing as they 
watched Ranboo storm towards the posts, his hands shaking even as his steps were confident, 
leading him closer and closer. 


Ranboo didn't exactly know how to feel when his feet stopped, just inches away from one of 
the first posts. Flashes tore through his mind, his memories resurfacing due to the proximity 
of where it all happened. Looking around, his brain filled in the spots where he could 
remember trekking through cold, barren wastelands and dragging himself up from where had 
been hit so hard he'd fallen to the ground. Staring at the white post in front of him, he tried to 
push down the bile that rose at how dirty it looked, like it hadn't even been touched in years. 
He swiped his hand over the front of it and wasn't surprised to find that there wasn't even any 
writing on it. 


It was just a plain, simple white post, but its presence held so much weight. 


He felt the air move around him and then there was Fundy sitting beside him, falling to his 
knees in front of a different white post. "I've never actually seen them," he mumbled, holding 
out a hand towards it before pulling it back abruptly, closing his eyes tightly as tears 
threatened to spill. "Of course, I knew, I knew they went somewhere but..." 


As if a spell had been broken, the others stumbled out of the car after them, hesitantly 
moving toward the two boys. Niki marched forward confidently while the others held back, 
feeling as though they were unworthy of this moment, that they didn't deserve to join Fundy 
and Ranboo in mourning. 


Niki placed a hand on Fundy's shoulder, squeezing reassuringly. "It's different," she spoke 
softly but her voice carried across the field. "Actually seeing them in person." Her eyes 
stared, dazed and unfocused, almost as if she couldn't choose which grave to look at. "I 
understand I was the only one to survive but... it's still different." 


"This would've been me," Ranboo said, his voice choked. "This would've been my-" He cut 
himself off with a sob. 


"We don't know that," Fundy said. "Who knows what might have happened if you hadn't 
left." 


Ranboo's eyes narrowed, "It could've been Tommy, then, and that's worse." 


Survivors' guilt is a curious thing. Should you be happy that you were the one who was still 
alive? Should you rejoice in the fact that your fate didn't leave you six feet underground? 
Why did it feel so wrong to still have life in your blood and air in your lungs when it was a 
privilege to feel your heartbeat race at the thought of the people who didn't make it? 


Fundy and Niki both understood self-preservation inside and out, they could recognise it as it 
lived inside of them, even now. Should they feel guilty that they were proud that they were 
the ones who won? Should they feel guilty when it was life or death? It was child human 
against human, child against child, and only a few would make it out alive if they were 
lucky. 


Even then, Fundy's thoughts brought him back to his partner. Two Wolf Spiders graduating in 
the same year wasn't impossible, but it wass rare. Still, here Fundy stood the sole Wolf Spider 
from his year despite the fact the Room had chosen two boys that year. Despite them beating 
the odds, only one was alive today. 


Now, looking out among the thousands of unmarked graves before them, each Spider stood 
with a different story of survival. 


"Let's go," Niki said after a while, unshed tears colouring her lashes. "There's no use in 
staying here any longer. We're only making it worse." 


The group travelled away from the graves, trying desperately not to glance back at them. 
Eventually, they made their way up a hill and from there saw a building in the distance, down 
into the valley. "That's it?" Wilbur asked, squinting at the building in confusion. "That's the 
Red Room? It's tiny?" 


Fundy snorted and rolled his eyes. "Idiot," he mumbled under his breath. Wilbur turned and 
glared at him. 


"The real Red Room is underground," Niki revealed. Her eyes mapped out the layout that hid 
underneath the foliage and hills. "It stretches on for about half a mile, right underneath us." 


"Okay," Tubbo started, pulling out his laptop, the thing somehow having service in the 
middle of nowhere (but, Tubbo was just special like that). "Give me a few minutes to get into 
the system, I've had a little help from Fundy but the Red Room is still ridiculously hard to 
hack." 


Ranboo's hand shook. "I don't think I can do this," he whispered, staring at the building 
beneath them. "I can't, I can't do it, I just-" 


"You can," Phil assured, placing a hand on the boy's shoulder. "You'll be fine, Ran. We'll be 
here with you." 


"What if everything goes wrong?" The boy asked, his hands reaching up to grab at his hair. "I 
can't handle that, what if I mess up?" 


Once again, Phil felt that sinking feeling from this morning. "It'll be fine," he didn't know 
whether he was trying to reassure Ranboo or himself. 


"I got in!" Tubbo shouted, Fundy over his shoulder pointing to the screen. The boys turned 
back to Ranboo, who swallowed harshly. "Are you ready?" 


The boy nodded, although he clearly did not look ready. 


Niki grabbed Fundy's arm gingerly, her eyes staring at the grip sadly. "I'm sorry that you have 
to come back," she said. 


Fundy smiled at her. "I had a good run." 


She sighed before closing her eyes and then the two were gone, the water left behind freezing 
almost instantly behind them. 


Achilles wasn't stupid. He was one of the smartest Spiders to graduate from the program, 
witty and decisive and quick-thinking. He wasn't impulsive either. 


... But what he was about to do may have been the stupidest, most impulsive thing he has 
ever done in his life. 


He justified it in his mind as he raced down the hallways, attempting to be as nonchalant as 
possible. There was a need inside him to know, to discover, to understand. What did all of 


this mean? And why was it all happening now? 


"I can't believe we're doing this," Beautie muttered as the two of them made their way from 
the training room together. "If we get caught I'm blaming it all on you." 


"Fine by me," Achilles snapped back, appearing calm. 


They turned the corner into another hallway, nodding to a Spider a few years their senior as 
they attempted to put some distance between them. It wasn't great that they were being 
spotted together, after all, casual hang-outs weren't a thing among the assassins in the 
organisation. 


Achilles' heart raced in his chest as the two continued down the long corridors, aware of the 
cameras that lined the roof. They would have to take care of those. 


"Beau," he whispered. "We have to take out the cameras." 


She snorted, "And how do you expect we do that?" 


He shrugged and then smirked back at her. "I have an idea." 


Achilles had a... complicated relationship with his powers. 


He was something of a late bloomer; while most people’s powers developed during the ages 
of around three to six, his took until he was nine to even appear. A single touch to another 
recruit sent the child into a frenzy of screams and sobs, and suddenly he had been whisked 
away for experimentation. Suddenly, instead of being punished, he did the punishing. 


Due to the nature of his powers, he wasn't usually allowed to use them during fights against 
the other recruits, which he never saw as fair. They could use their powers all they wanted, 
often giving them an advantage in the fight, but the instructors always told him that he had to 


learn how to survive without using his powers, as they should only be used during 
emergencies. He didn't know why they cared, especially when they would force him to use 
his powers on some poor recruit who had messed up somewhere along the road, but the Red 
Room had never really been one to play fair. 


What was worse, in his opinion, was the rush he felt. 


He remembered the pride. Looking down and seeing just how much pain he could cause. It 
was a nice change from being the one who felt the fear, being the one who felt the terror. The 
feeling, it was... 


Exhilarating. 


But then the feeling would fade and all that would be left in front of him was the terrified 
eyes of a child, shining with tears as they stared, unblinking at horrors only they could see. 


Achilles didn't think he could ever forgive the Red Room for making him into a monster. 


Still, Achilles was a Wolf Spider, and Wolf Spiders didn't feel anything, so when he needed to 
he would push away that complicated relationship he had with his powers to get the job 
done. 


The two of them stood outside the security room, knowing they only had a few minutes 
before they would be caught. Beautie searched around them before nodding to Achilles, who 
nodded back and then crept slowly to the door. He opened it, silently thankful that it didn't 
creak, and locked onto his target. 


They had about twenty minutes before there was a change of guard, so they had to be in and 
out of the records room before that could happen and anyone could notice that something was 
wrong. 


Easy. 


Achilles stalked towards the security guard sitting at the desk, screens filling up the wall in 
front of him with hundreds of videos of security footage. Their biggest mistake was not 
having a camera to watch the security room. 


The Red Room's biggest mistake was always underestimating how good they made their 
soldiers. 


It only took two steps and one single touch. 


Achilles quickly placed his hand over the man's mouth, muffling his screams. As efficient as 
only a Spider could be, he tied the man to the chair and gagged him. "Nothing personal," he 
muttered to him, a smirk painted on his lips. The man only stared forward, still trapped in a 
nightmare his own mind created for him. 


It was a strange thing, Achilles thought, to be the cause of this much suffering and yet not 
know exactly what was happening behind those terrified eyes. Achilles only knew that he 
could induce the nightmare, he never knew what the nightmare was. 


After Achilles released his grip, the man's body sagged forward, exhausted from the 
adrenaline that had pumped through his body so quickly, too exhausted to do anything but try 
to bring in deep breaths through his nose. 


For a moment, Achilles stared at the man, a pulling in his chest where there wasn't before. A 
feeling so similar to what he had felt all those years ago, a terrified nine-year-old who was 
desperate to survive. And desperation was a powerful thing. 


He reached out his hand again and let instinct take over him. The man blinked his eyes for a 
second before they went dim again, and Achilles could almost see the way his eyes glazed 
over with the new information. He imagined a scenario in his head, one where the man had 
purposefully shut off the footage to the records because the camera was broken and needed to 
be fixed. Achilles allowed this memory to flow from him, into his hands and then to the man, 
watched it solidify in the guard's mind. 


Achilles turned away from him and towards the cameras, still keeping his hand on the man's 
arm, somehow knowing that once he let go the memory would forever stick. He searched the 
screens, desperately trying to find the one that looked over the records room. 


"Come on, Achilles," Beautie hissed on the other side of the door. "We don't have long!" 


"I'm trying!" He snapped back. 


He found it, one tiny screen that showed the layout of the records room, a long room with 
files upon files of the Red Room's secrets, all written down onto paper so that if anything 
happened, they would all disappear with a single spark. "Got it," he whispered and cut the 
recording to that camera and then turned around to untie the guard in front of him, still with a 
dazed expression. 


Then, finally, he let go of the man's arm. 


Achilles backed away from the man as he turned back to the screen like nothing had 
happened, like the last minute of his life had been erased and something had replaced it. The 
boy looked down at his own hands. How much more of a monster was he? 


"Achilles," Beautie muttered to him, staring at the security guard in horror. "What did you do 
to him?" 


He looked at the security guard, who was still oblivious to the two soldiers behind him and 
was simply going about his day as planned. A dread settled deep in his stomach. "I don't 
know," he answered. "But we need to go now." 


Just before he left, he dashed forward and swiped the man's access key from his pocket, 
tucking it deep into one of his own. 


They ran out of the room and down the hallway, knowing exactly where to go despite never 
having been there before. Achilles didn't give himself time to think about the consequences 


of what he had just done, knowing that, despite having delayed the inevitable, the guards 
would still change in twenty minutes (fifteen minutes, now) and they needed to be done 
before a guard with their memories not messed with became in charge of the cameras. 


"I don't know what you did," Beautie breathed out. "But it saved us, so thanks." 


Achilles nodded at her, his face still carefully blank even as his inner voice screamed at him 
with a ferocity he had never felt before. 


The journey to the records room didn't take as long as he originally thought it would. It felt 
like no time at all before the two of them were standing in front of the door. 


Achilles held out the access key over the scanner and the door opened with a soft pop, letting 
them in before it closed behind them. 


The room was, in a word, huge. 


Rows and rows of filing cabinets lined the floor, reaching out in huge waves across the room, 
each one filled with files filled with hundreds of pages of information, all ready to be burned 
at a moment's notice. 


"It'll take hours to figure out where to find it all," Beautie muttered as she looked around at 
the hundreds of filing cabinets. "I wouldn't even know where to start." 


Achilles eyed the rows, finding they were sorted into years. "Let's start with the year we 
graduated," he said, and then he took off, running towards the back of the room where the 
more recent years were. 


It didn't take them too long to find the relevant year, and once they were there they started the 
tedious journey of figuring out which folder would have the information they needed. 


"We want to find our personal files, yeah?" Beautie asked, her hands flicking through pages 
upon pages of details. "Should we search for our names then? Or our numbers?" She said it 
so easily as if it was normal to have a number be your identifying name. 


It's not normal, something in the back of Achilles' head sang, but he pushed it away in favour 
of nodding. "Let's look for names first." 


They were extremely lucky that both of their names appeared at the start of the alphabet, 
saving them from digging too far deep into the row. However, when nothing even remotely 
close to their names popped up, they decided to check down the back of the row for their 
numbers. Achilles could feel the raised skin on his back tingle at the thought. 


"What was your number?" Achilles muttered to Beautie, his fingers stretched and ready to 
begin digging through the files. 


She pressed her lips together firmly before answering, "4." He looked up at her in surprise at 
having such a low number. "Yeah, yeah, whatever, look for it will you?" 


Achilles began to flick through the files, and it didn't take him long before he finds it, a photo 
of her from when she was three clipped to the front of it. "Aww," he mocked, waving the file 
in front of her. "Look how cute you were." 


Swearing, Beautie ripped the file from his hands and gave him the finger. 


He turned back to the files, then, and began to look for his own number. Being a low number 
as well, it didn't take long for him to find the file labelled '11' with his own picture on the 
front of it. 


Well, the moment of truth. 


Everything about him, every single thing about him was in this one file. 


A familiar stirring in his gut had his hands shaking. How many years had he spent wondering 
about where he came from? How many nights had he spent agonising over what his life 
might have been like if he hadn't been taken by the Room? All of those answers, all of the 
answers to all of the questions he had ever asked were in this file. 


And so, he opened it. 


But he barely had any time to absorb the information before a hand found its way onto his 
shoulder. "Didn't think you would figure it out so easily, Achilles." 


He looked over his shoulder and stared into the blank, porcelain eyes of a white mask. 


Fundy remembered suddenly why he didn't like travelling with Niki. 


The feeling of having your individual molecules be replaced by water before being woven 
back together into their original form was unpleasant, to say the least. He had gotten used to 
it but the feeling still always left him a least a little nauseous. 


Another thing that made him nauseous was the sight before him when he finally came to. 


The Red Room. 


They were back. 


"Good job, Nikita," Eret looked down at the two agents from where they stood. "Thank you 
for bringing Vulpes back to us, we've missed him," they smiled, all teeth as Fundy tried not to 
glare. 


The two had landed in a room that was much larger than the office Eret usually stayed in. It 
looked almost like an abandoned training room, large and spacious. There was almost 
nothing in it except for people. 


Niki let her eyes drift to the side, towards the man tied up in the chair next to Eret. Her face 
paled. She didn't dare say a word, didn't dare make a single sound, knowing the consequence 
for speaking out of turn. But she couldn't help how her heartbeat started to increase with 
every second. He glanced up at her, his mouth taped shut and his hands tied behind his back. 
His eyes met hers and suddenly she couldn't breathe, because he was smiling. The eyes 
staring back at her were crinkled which meant he was smiling. 


It's okay, they seemed to say. You did what you could. 


Eret noticed the interaction and frowned. "Don't think this means anything, Nikita," they said. 
"Your buddy, Jack, is going to stay with us for a little longer." 


Her head snapped back to them. She wanted to protest, wanted to scream and yell, wanted to 
kill Eret right where she stood. She wanted to grab Fundy and Jack and get the hell out of 
there, run away to where they could all live in safety. Where they could finally live without 
fear, without pain and suffering. It was so close, too. It was so close to being a reality. 


But, they had a plan. And she would stick to it. 


And so, Niki nodded. She felt Fundy flex his arm beneath her hand, so she gave him a 
reassuring tap of her finger to calm him. 


Jack twitched in the chair, itching for a fight. Niki held back a laugh at his antics, knowing 
just how annoyed he had to be right now, unable to do anything but watch. He was always so 
hot-headed, always ready for action. It must be killing him to be forced to sit back and do 
nothing. 


Eret's voice brought her back to them once again. "You know, Nikita," they started, their 
voice dangerous and low. "We thought perhaps your original mistake to not bring back 
Vulpes was just that; a mistake. An oversight on your part. Perhaps you just hadn't seen him 
when you brought Achilles back to us." She took a step forward, then, and stalked towards 
the two agents still standing in the middle of the room. Niki felt her stomach drop. "But 
then," Eret narrowed his eyes, a smirk twitching on their lips. "We hear reports of a group of 
superheroes, travelling to Russia as one big group. Now, what could they possibly want in 
Russia?" 


No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no. 


Tubbo's voice came crackling through her earpiece. "Niki, have we been compromised?" 


Eret's smile, however, left a bitter taste in her mouth. The feeling only grew as he said, "And 
then, look who we found snooping through the Red Room's records." 


Niki sucked in a breath. 


Two figures stumbled into the room, bound by two agents behind them, Dream and 404, who 
were a few years older than her. Both of the figures had power dampeners that looked like 
they had been slammed onto their wrists, as the skin around them was red and puffy. Before 
she could even blink, another agent from beside Eret stepped forward and placed a dampener 
on her own wrist, a familiar feeling for an agent with a teleportation ability. 


She couldn't tear her eyes away from the short, cropped, blond hair of the boy in front of her. 


In her ears, she could hear Tubbo's pained gasps, no doubt from him seeing the security 
footage. "Tommy?" He choked out. 


Except, he wasn't Tommy. Not anymore. No, the dullness of his grey eyes and the neutral 
stoicism of his face proved that. 


The boy in front of her was solely Achilles. 


"Isn't it lovely when we all get together?" Eret interupted her thoughts, moving to stand in 
front of Achilles. "And all because you were stupid enough to think we wouldn't notice your 
little plan," she said to Achilles, patting him on the head as he struggled in Dream's grip. 
"Truly, I thought we raised you to be smarter, Achilles, but-" they sighed, fake affection 
dripping from their lips. "I guess even the strongest fall sometimes." 


It was only then that Niki realised Tubbo had fallen silent in her ears. Panic rose through her 
as she realised just how utterly screwed up they were. 


"So," Eret continued. "We have a few traitors in our midst, then." She turned to Niki, and 
Niki wished she could've wiped that smirk off of Eret's face. "But it's okay because you led 
them straight into our web." 


The silence in her ears was deafening now, but she knew she couldn't do anything to reassure 
herself that they were fine. It was useless anyhow, why did she ever think they could escape 
the web they had been trapped in? 


Achilles struggled against Dream even more. The Spider with him, Beautie, if Niki's memory 
was correct, struggled with 404, but he simply took off his glasses, looked at her in the eyes 
and caught her as she was swiftly put to sleep. 404 just put his glasses back on, seeming 
bored with the turn of events. 


"Can someone tell me what the hell is going on?" Achilles shouted, his face contorted into 
rage. 


Eret laughed, "We'll just have to wait for our guests to arrive. And then, I promise," their 
smile turned predatory. "Everything will make sense." 


Nothing had gone to plan. 


Nothing. 
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"How nice of you to join us," Eret smiled, cocking their head to the side. "And just in time as 
well!" 


Five more people were tossed into the room, bound together by ropes. Niki's eyes widened 
when she realised that they hadn't managed to get away in time. 


"Nikita," asked Eret, who was sitting back in a chair beside Jack. "Are these your friends?" 


She glared at him. In the time between when they had first been caught to now, Niki and 
Fundy had been tied up as well, backs against the wall and facing Eret and Jack while 
Achilles was in the middle of the room, bound by ropes as well and being held down by 
Dream. From the angle he was facing Eret, however, Niki could still clearly see his face. 
Beautie was still fast asleep on the ground with 404 sitting next to her, still looking as bored 
as ever. 


Looking over at the new 'guests', as Eret had put it, Niki felt a pang in her chest at their faces 
as they were marched into the room. 


Phil's wings - oh, God - they had bound his wings to his back so tightly that feathers were 
being ripped from the appendages. His face was contorted with pain but his eyes still shone 
with worry as he attempted to escape from his captor, his arms trying to reach out to his kids, 
his wings also stretching out but unable to. 


The scariest was Technoblade who, despite being almost completely bound by rope, still 
needed two agents on him to keep him detained. His superhuman strength was clearly 
stronger than the Spiders' own, but they hadn't been raised to be killers from almost birth to 
not be able to keep him down. Still, he put up his best fight as he attempted to get out of their 
grasp, snarling as they pushed him towards the wall where Niki and Fundy were tied against. 


Wilbur's mouth was taped shut, obviously due to his ability. His eyes were sharp and deadly 
as he looked upon the room, although they softened when they landed on Achilles, who was 
still kneeling in the middle of the room. A muffled scream left his mouth but no words could 
be distinguished over the tape. He continued screaming even as the agent escorting him 
dragged him towards the wall - he even fell to his knees in an effort to lose them but it was all 
in vain. 


Being nearly dragged across the floor was Ranboo, who was staring ahead at nothing, eyes 
glazed over and blank as he let himself be pulled towards where the rest of them were being 
put. There was a faint recognition in his eyes, a slight flicker in them as he took in the room 
around him. Other than that, there was not a single sign of life in him as the Spider dropped 
him down next to Fundy. 


The worst reaction, by far, was the look of sheer fear and terror on Tubbo's face. His eyes 
searched the room and found the back of a head of blond hair. “Tommy!” He screamed, 
thrashing in the arms of the Spider carrying him. “No, Tommy! Tommy, we’re here! We’re 
here!” 


Achilles twitched from where he was, his head turning slightly towards the sounds, but 
Dream grabbed a fistful of his hair and forced him to look back at Eret. “You don’t answer to 
that name, do you, Achilles?” Eret asked. 


“No, sir,” came the robotic reply from Achilles. 


Tubbo faltered back into the agent, his face betraying the pain he felt. “Please, please, 
remember, please!” 


Again, Achilles’ head tilted slightly, although it was still being held tightly by Dream. 


After a few more moments of struggling, the five of them had been positioned to their place 
on the wall, each of them glaring at Eret, save Ranboo who was still staring into the distance 
at nothing. 


“I’m so glad you all could make it!” Eret spread her arms out wide, smiling down at them. 
“We’ve got quite the show for you today.” 


They snapped their fingers and suddenly Dream was turning Achilles around, almost 
showing him off to the captives. It was only then that the group was able to get a good look at 
the boy. 


His face was carefully blank but there was a fire and anger behind his eyes as if he was barely 
holding back from killing every single person in the room. The boy in front of them was far 
different from the boy they last saw in Tubbo’s room. His hair was cropped short, not the 
long, curly, tangled mess of blond that they had become so used to. His eyes, which had 
started to brighten over the months, had dulled into a light grey that stared at them with none 
of the warmth they had grown accustomed to. There was a frown on his face, a harshness to 
his expression. 


This was not Tommy. 


Achilles stared at a spot on the wall just above Tubbo’s shoulder, refusing to look any of 
them in the eye. This past week had been so confusing, and now Nikita and Vulpes had 
returned with five guys who, he hated to admit, were achingly familiar to him. Nothing made 
sense anymore, his entire world had been completely turned upside down and there was 
nothing he could do to stop it as it continued to spin out of his control. 


He figured that whatever Eret had planned would not be pretty if the people opposite him 
were looking at him with that much affection. It almost completely swallowed him, covered 
him as he bathed in their love and concern and fear , fear that he knew originated because of 
him. Attachments were weaknesses and weakness was not tolerated, and Eret was about to 
prove exactly why that was. 


“Achilles, do you recognise these people?” 


“No, sir,” he answered and tried to push down the guilt and heaviness that threatened its way 
up to his chest. Because, while he definitely couldn’t recognise them, there was that spark of 
familiarity that burned deep within his stomach. 


Eret smirked at the group, his eyes predatory as he looked at each of them. "The Angel of 
Death and his little sidekicks," they drawled. "What a pleasure to meet you, you know, we've 
been watching out for you for some time now." Their smirk took on an even more sickening 
appearance. 


Phil struggled against his ropes. "You've just been watching us this entire time?" He spat. 
"You're a coward! Hiding in the shadows, training up children to fight for you!" 


"Like you don't do that?" Eret asked, pointing to the people beside Phil. "Aren't those your 
children? You let them risk their lives to serve the Hero's Committee?" 


"That's different!" Phil assured, leaning forward as much as he could, but it was obvious the 
rope tugging against his wings was getting to him. "They chose this life, you're forcing 
toddlers to kill people!" 


The words echoed around the space and the Spiders shifted slightly, their eyes narrowing in 
guilt. Eret frowned and snapped his fingers, and suddenly they all stood back at attention, any 
hesitation gone in an instant. "I don't think you understand, Phil Minecraft." At that, Phil 
stopped, his eyes narrowing. The people beside him, too, stopped in shock. 


And Achilles' eyes widened. 


"You will never win against us, not when I've got this," Eret continued, turning his gaze to 
Dream and then to Achilles. "Break his arm." 


And Dream was never anything but efficient and obedient. He grabbed Achilles' right arm 
and pushed. A sickening crack tore through the room, alongside several screams, but none 


came from Achilles. He just sat there, staring straight ahead, breathing through the pain 
deeply, just as he was taught. 


"Look how obedient he is! Not a sound, not even a whimper," Eret mocked, smiling at the 
group. "What could you do against such perfect machines?" 


"You're a monster!" Tubbo screamed. He had closed his eyes as soon as the command was 
uttered, unable to look at what must be a horrific sight in front of him. Still, tears spilled 
down his cheeks as sobs wracked his entire body. "Let him go, let him go, please!" 


Eret only hummed and shrugged her shoulders. "He has far more use." She turned to 
Achilles, who still had his eyes trained on the spot on the wall, trying desperately to not let 
any sound spill from his lips. His right arm hung limply beside him, sending pain shooting 
through his body. "I just need to break him down again." 


They reached down to Achilles' holster and pulled out the gun that rested there, always. 
Slowly, deliberately, as if they wanted the entire world to notice the movement, Eret placed 
the gun into the hand not currently attached to a broken arm. Achilles was right-handed, yes, 
but he had been perfected long ago. A shot from his left hand would still find its target. 
Achilles gripped the gun as if it was his lifeline, it grounded him to the present while his 
thoughts threatened to carry him away. 


Dream’s hand on Achilles' shoulder sent his power through the boy’s body, and then Achilles 
was standing without ever having consciously moved. 


Snapping their fingers, Eret ordered, "Line them up," and suddenly, the agents watching over 
the heroes in front of him were standing them up and forcing them into a line. The gun in 
Achilles' hand felt heavier. 


"You said you didn't recognise them, correct?" Eret whispered in his ear. His heart rate sped 
up. He didn't want to answer. He knew where this was leading. "So, it shouldn't matter if one 
of them died. After all, they're no one to you." 


And Eret was right. Achilles didn't remember any of them, and therefore he should have no 
problem, right? It's not like he never had a problem before. 


But... Eret had said Phil Minecraft. 


Sure, Achilles hadn't been able to see too much of his file, but that name was definitely in 
there somewhere. He didn't know what the name meant to him, but these people were 
obviously from his past in some capacity. And even then... 


He did recognise them. 


No, he didn't remember them exactly, he didn't know any of their names apart from Phil, but 
there was that stirring in his gut and flashes in mind that he could just barely grab onto. There 
was a fire, a wave of anger in his stomach that flared at the way these people were being 
treated, being bound like criminals. 


These people meant something to him. Those few months where he had no memory, these 
people had been a part of his life. 


But, he was a Wolf Spider, and Wolf Spiders didn't feel anything. They held no attachments, 
they didn't care about people. He was a Wolf Spider and survival was his only option. 


At this, the man leaned over to rest a hand on Tommy's shoulder. "You're not alone here," a 
warm smile, and kind brown eyes. 


Achilles took a deep breath in as Dream forced his hand to curl around the gun and then lifted 
his arm up, pointing straight towards the group in front of him. "Make a choice, Achilles." 


There were loud protests from around him, but he couldn't focus on anything other than the 
cold plastic slowly turning warm under his fingers. The safety was off, he knew that, he must 
have flicked it off automatically as Dream guided his fingers to the trigger, because Achilles 


was taught how to shoot a gun at five years old and his muscle memory overrode any moral 
obligations. All that was left was to aim and squeeze. 


Eret continued to speak in his ear. "You don't care about these people," she said. "You have to 
choose one." 


"Why do I have to choose?" Achilles asked, voice far too soft for the hard look in his eyes. 


"If you don't," Eret shrugged and pulled out their own gun, pointing it towards the group. "I'll 
choose for you. But one of them must die, they must learn that the Red Room will not be 
toyed with." 


Achilles couldn't breathe. 


It should've been easy. He had never hesitated to kill before, so why were these people in 
front of him affecting him so much? It didn't make sense, none of it made sense. 


He was a cold-blooded killer. He shouldn't care about anyone. 


But looking at their faces, some blank and accepting, some completely terrified and in denial, 
he couldn't pick anyone to aim his gun at. 


What was wrong with him? 


What had happened in those months he couldn't remember? 


Everything came back to that question. 


What was the Red Room hiding from him? 


Why was he having to choose someone to kill? 


Who were these people? 


"Tommy, please, don't do this!" Came the cry of one of the people in front of him, perhaps 
the youngest other than Fundy. If Achilles tried hard enough, he could almost remember the 
boy in warmer, kinder situations, but it was just out of his reach. 


"Do you remember that boy?" Before Achilles had time to answer, Eret continued, "What if I 
said his name is Tubbo?" 


Achilles snapped his head up to stare at Eret, the weight in his pocket feeling heavier than 
ever. "What?" He breathed out, his voice hoarse from the pain. 


"Dream," Eret smiled. "Get it out of his pocket." Dream dug around in the pockets of 
Achilles' suit before pulling out the compass and handing it to Eret. "You see," Eret leaned in 
to whisper. "I thought you would've already learned this, you can't hide anything from the 
Red Room." 


Achilles couldn't breathe. 


"Do you understand now why you must kill one?" Eret asked. Her eyes stared cruelly down 
at Achilles. "You formed attachments. Attachments are weaknesses and they will be broken 
out of you." 


Achilles couldn't breathe. 


He turned to look at the boy - at Tubbo - in front of him, who had opened his eyes when his 
name had been mentioned and was now looking directly at Achilles. Their eyes met across 
the room and flashes of moments between them filled the gap. 


Tubbo laughing in the staff room of L'Manberg. 


Him helping Tommy after a bad night. 


Watching movies at the Minecraft's house and falling asleep on the couch. 


Buying Christmas gifts together. 


The compass... 


The compass. 


Achilles let his eyes drift over to the other people, dizzy from the sudden influx of 
information and memories and feelings, feelings he had tried so desperately to deny, but he 
never could. 


Hot chocolate in a warm kitchen. 


"Whether you like it or not, I'm picking you up on Wednesday and I'm taking you to watch a 
movie!" 


"If you ever need company, you can always rock up at our house." 


"You can stay as long as you like, really." 


"Tommy, are you alright?" 


"Are they your little friends? The Big Bad Wolf has found some friends?" 


“Toms, it's not about winning or losing. I care about you.” 


"But at the end of the day, I have all I'll ever need here. This is my family." 


“You're spending Christmas with us!” 


"I know you've been stressed about buying us Christmas presents, so we're doing joint 
Christmas presents." 


They're not after him, they're after the Red Room... and the Red Room is after Tubbo... 


He has to protect Tubbo. 


Feelings he had tried for months to squash, because Wolf Spiders don't feel anything, and 
they do not get attached because attachments are weaknesses and weakness is not tolerated 
but it was so hard to deny himself this one chance at happiness, at love, at community, at - 


"Family," he spoke softly, but it was loud enough for everyone to hear in the near-silent 
room. "They're my family." 


Eret took a step back, their face falling. "What?" 


"They're my family," he raised his head. "I read enough of the file to recognise the name Phil 
Minecraft. They're my family." 


There were gasps from the people in front of him, a small, "I knew it," and he turned to stare 
at them. 


Tommy looked up into the eyes of his family in front of them. "No," he breathed out. "No this 
can't be happening." 


Eret huffed, "So, you remember, do you?" 


"Leave them out of this," he bit out, trying to pull down his arm but unable to, knowing 
Dream's hand on his shoulder was keeping his arm out straight. "They didn't do anything." 


"But they did," Eret replied and shifted his grip on the gun. "They messed with the Red 
Room, and you know what happens to people who mess with the Red Room." 


Tommy took a deep breath in, trying as hard as he could to not break down and sob on the 
floor. "Please, I'll do whatever you want, I'll stay loyal my whole life, just please, leave them 
alone." 


"No, you don't understand, Achilles," Eret's smile widened. "You're attached. Until I've 
broken you back down, you're attached, and you have no use for me." 


He wished he could put down his hand and stop this, but Dream kept his arm in place, locked 
onto the gun and still pointing towards his family, so he closed his eyes and tried to pretend it 
was all a dream. 


Eret tutted, "Now, you can't aim when you can't see, open your eyes, Achilles." And he was 
more conditioned than he thought he was because Tommy's eyes flew right open. "Good, 
now, choose." 


Choose, who would he even choose? 


He couldn't choose any of them, he couldn't do it. They all meant the world to him, no, he 
would rather die than choose any of them. 


“T can’t,” and although his gun was still pointed towards the group, he shifted it so that it 
wouldn’t hit anyone. “I won’t.” 


Eret growled, "Achilles always had a weakness, didn't he?" And then aimed their gun straight 
toward Tubbo. "A fatal flaw, a heel." 


Tommy glanced up and took in a deep breath, "No-" 


"I told you, Achilles," Eret laughed, maniacal and insane. "I told you I would choose for 
you," and then he pulled the trigger. 


But... 


The Red Room always had a weakness, too. 


They always underestimated their Spiders. 


Tommy only had a second to process what his body was doing before it collapsed on the 
ground in front of Tubbo. The boy looked down in horror. "Tommy!" Tommy's hand, though, 
was still locked on the trigger of his gun, and he shot, not caring where it landed but knowing 
that he. Never. Missed. 


And so, while Tommy had collapsed on the ground, so had Eret. 


Beside them, Tommy could see Dream on the ground as well, a pain in his eyes that was 
rapidly decreasing, physically unharmed but perhaps Tommy’s power was stronger than he 
thought it was. 


And then, the dam broke. 


Sure, the heroes were being held by perhaps the most deadly and dangerous people in the 
world, but they had something far more important to fight for now. 


Ranboo, after hearing the gunshot, snapped out of his haze and snapped into action. He 
teleported out of his bonds, grabbed Tubbo and teleported him away as well. Both of the 
ropes that had held them fell to the floor as the agents responsible for them looked on in 
surprise. 


After making sure Tubbo was safe and out of the way, Ranboo grabbed Techno next, 
knowing the man was perhaps the most capable of taking out the Spiders. 


And Techno was on the warpath. 


With a rage none of them had ever seen in the man before, he took down each Spider that 
came his way, even without his axe. He was eerily calm but his eyes glowed almost red in 
anger. 


Ranboo came for Phil next, freeing the man who was finally able to let his wings stretch out. 


"Thanks, mate," Phil said, holding onto Ranboo's shoulders. He looked to where Wilbur was 
still attempting to get out of the agent's hold. "You get Wilbur," and then he turned to where 
Dream had pulled out a gun, aiming it directly for Techno's head. "I got that asshole." 


Phil used his wings to propel himself forward, trying not to think about the pain they were in 
from the ropes, and kicked the gun out of Dream's hand. "Don't ever even think about hurting 


my sons," he hissed. 


Dream turned to his hand lazily and rolled his fingers, red peeking underneath his black 
fingerless gloves from the force of Phil’s kick. He didn’t say a word as he attempted to reach 


out and grab Phil, but the man had seen what he had done to Tommy and was not about to let 


this man manipulate him. 


It was all over, however, once Ranboo had freed Wilbur, the man ripped the duct tape from 
his mouth. “ Stop fighting!” 


While the Spiders would usually be able to resist such a command from the hero, as most of 
them had been preoccupied fighting - as well as the sheer power Wilbur had put into the 
order, learning from using it on Niki - they were all helpless to obey and stopped fighting 
immediately. 


When the dust settled, all that remained was the pained gasps from Tommy that echoed 
through the room. 


Wilbur ran as fast as he could over to where Tommy had collapsed. "Tommy," he breathed 
out, dropping to his knees in an instant when he made it to the boy's side. "Tommy, Tommy, 
can you hear me?" 


The boy let out a pained groan in reply, his eyes fluttering closed as the wound continued to 
bleed out at an alarming rate. "Wi'b'r?" 


Laughing shakily and barely holding back tears, Wilbur responded, "Yeah, yeah Tommy it's 
me. It's me." A sob caught in his throat. "How are you doing, man?" He asked, trying 
desperately not to look at the gunshot in the boy's upper chest. 


"Yea'," Tommy gasped. "Not v'ry pogg'rs." 


Wilbur cried, "Yeah." 


He was vaguely aware of Tubbo stumbling slowly over to the duo, a slight limp to his walk. 
"Tommy?" His voice was small as he approached them. "Tommy, you're okay," the boy said, 
trying to convince himself more than anything. "Tommy, you're gonna be just fine, we're 
gonna get you help-" 


"No," Tommy choked. "No, it's okay, Tubs." He tried to smile at the other boy, but it was 
more of a pained grimace. "It's g'nna be..." he took a shallow breath in. "... be okay." 


"Yeah, of course, Tommy, you're gonna be fine," Tubbo collapsed on the ground next to 
them, his shaking hands hovering gently over the wound, unsure. He turned to Wilbur in 
desperation, "Wilbur, how do you treat a gunshot wound?" 


Wilbur shook his head as sobs wracked his body. "Tubbo," he warned, vision blurry. Phil 
started to make his way over to the trio, stumbling. 


"No, Wilbur," Tubbo almost yelled, his fists clenched tightly. "Wilbur, help me," he turned 
back to the wound, ripping off his jacket and pressing it down gently on the hole. "Like 
this?" 


Phil knelt on the other side of Tommy, tears flowing freely down his cheeks. Tommy stared 
up at him. "Phil, is it true?" He asked, breathless. "Are we family?" 


"You're-" Phil stopped and sucked in a deep breath, closing his eyes. "You're my son." 


Disbelief. "I'm your son?" Tommy gasped, and his eyes looked the brightest they had ever 
seen them. He turned to Wilbur. "We're brothers!" 


Wilbur broke down harder at the joy in Tommy's voice, the most emotion he had ever heard 
him show, sobs shaking his body as he held tightly to the boy. Techno came up behind him 
and placed a hand on his shoulder. He smiled. "I'm glad we found you." Tommy smiled up at 
him. It was bittersweet. 


A crowd had gathered around them now but Wilbur didn't care as he reached down to hold 
Tommy's body against his own, the boy gasping out at the movement. "It's okay," he 
whispered. "This is- this is my end. This is what I deserve." 


"No," Wilbur sobbed as he leaned over to press a kiss on the boy's forehead. "No, you 
deserve the world." 


Tommy only shook his head. "My family," he smiled as if he couldn't believe he could even 
say those words. "I have a family." Grabbing Tubbo's hand from where it was still trying to 
stop the bleeding at his side, Tommy gave one final squeeze as his eyes fluttered, pain 
shouting through his broken arm as he moved it. "Thank you." 


Tubbo released his other hand from where it had been applying pressure to clasp Tommy's 
hand in both of his, staining everything in red. He looked far too young to be stained by such 
destructive imagery. "No, no, Tommy. This can't happen, please, no, no, no, no, no, no, no..." 


Wilbur stared down at the body, feeling it in his bones, in his soul as the pulse slowed down. 
"Tommy," he whispered. "Tommy, wake up." Tommy closed his eyes for the final time as a 
smile was left permanently on his face. "No, Tommy, wake up!" 


There was silence in the room as the crowd bowed their heads to the fallen agent - even those 
who had been fighting the heroes - because a fallen graduated Spider must be shown respect. 


Ranboo stumbled into Techno's side, the man holding him close as the boy let out silent tears, 
his eyes unseeing as his gaze stared unblinkingly across the room. Phil's wings hung low 
against his back as he tried to block out the pained cries of his son, tried to block out the pale 
face of the one he had just gotten back. 


Fundy and Niki stood together, holding each other as they stared down at the family. Anyone 
looking on would think Fundy was apathetic to the sight in front of him, his face cautiously 
blank as he watched Tommy's breaths slowly die out. Niki, however, saw past the carefully 
constructed mask to the pure grief hidden in the boy's eyes. She brought his head to rest 
against her shoulder. Jack, who had been rescued by Niki the moment she had escaped from 
her bonds, stared on as well. He may not have known Tommy but he knew the harsh reality 
of death. 


"Wake up," Wilbur cried into the silence, cradling Tommy's body close to him, not caring 
how the blood was staining his yellow sweater. "You can't do this again, we just got you 
back, you can't do this again. Wake up, wake up, wake up, you can't die on us, not now, not 
now, please don't go, please don't leave me again, don't leave me again!" 


Tubbo buried his head into Wilbur's side, his agonising cries echoing through the room. His 
words were unintelligibly muffled through the soft fabric of Wilbur's sweater, and he 
belatedly realised it was the sweater Tommy and he had gotten Wilbur for Christmas. 
"Tommy, please, you can't do this," he cried before his words returned to mumbles. 


The world stood silent and watched the grieving family. 


Another soul was lost to the Red Room. 


Another young body was taken too soon. 


A boy who had lived a thousand lifetimes in his short seventeen years. 


Death had finally caught up to him. 


Wilbur opened his eyes, tears still pouring steadily from them. A contemplative look replaced 
the agony from before, and then he sucked in a breath as he stared down at the boy in his 
arms, an idea pinging into his mind. Bracing himself and taking in a deep breath, he let the 
familiar taste of honey coat his tongue, " Tommy, wake up." 


There was silence as Tubbo lifted his head to stare at Wilbur, confusion painted on his face. 
"Wilbur, what-?" 


" Tommy, wake up." 


Phil shook his head and reached over the body, laying a hand on Wilbur's shoulder. "It's no 
use, mate." 


The man only shrugged off the hand as he stared resolutely at the pale face below him. ' 
Tommy, wake up." He held his own head as a wave of dizziness crashed over him. 


Techno sighed and lowered his head, "Wilbur-" 


" Shut up!" Wilbur bit out and everyone in the courtyard found their lips bound together. He 
returned his attention to his task, nausea rising up through his chest as he poured too much of 
his power into his words. " Tommy, wake up." 


The boy didn't stir. 


Wilbur's voice started to scratch against his throat, but he tried again, gripping tight to his 
hair as a splitting headache weaved its way through his brain. " Tommy, wake up!" 


The boy didn't stir. 


"Tommy, wake up!" At this point, tears had sprung to Wilbur's eyes as his desperation tore at 
the lining of his throat. 


The boy didn't - 


Wait. 


Wilbur watched as Tommy's mouth twitched slightly. 


Almost smiling, Wilbur repeated the words with new vigour. " Tommy, wake up!" 


There was no more movement but Wilbur knew what he saw; just a few more tries... 


" Tommy, wake up!" 


"Tommy, wake up!" His voice was beginning to grow raw and coarse, but he didn't care. If 
there was a chance, even just a slight possibility that it could work then he wanted to, no, he 
needed to try it for Tommy. 


Blinking back tears at the pain in his throat, Wilbur cried one more time and poured every 
ounce of his power into his words, " TOMMY, WAKE UP!" 


Silence. 


A beat. 


And then... 


A breath. 
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He was floating. 


That's about all he could tell. He couldn't see anything around him, not even his own hands, 
just a darkness that seemed to pierce his soul, as if it reached past his eyes and deep into his 
conscious. He also couldn't feel anything, just an annoying chill that seemed to bury itself 
deep within his bones. If he tried to move, it was like wading through molasses, or through 
quicksand, with his body being far too heavy to even twitch. 


He was floating. 


But that didn't make sense. How could he be existing if he couldn't feel anything? 


Where was he? 


Distantly, he could hear voices talking over him, but they were slowed down, heavy as if they 
were simply floating in the air next to him. They seemed to be in a rush but they couldn't 
travel any faster, stuck to simply moving along him at the speed of nothing. 


It was almost suffocating, the endless nothingness that surrounded him, that kept him there. It 
pushed down on his chest and choked around his throat. He couldn't breathe, he couldn't 
breathe. 


Oh, God, was he dead? Was this death? 


He couldn't even tell if his eyes were open or not, but nothing else in his body seemed to be 
under his control. He was just trapped there, inside his body, at the whim of the universe as it 
suspended him high above the world, leaving him floating with no sense of time or direction 
or anything. 


There was nothing. 


Absolutely nothing. 


He didn't know how long he stayed here, counting seconds between moments, eons stretching 
between minutes, time irrelevant when all he could do was just lie in the empty space and let 
the deafening silence and static in his brain overwhelm him. 


"Tommy?" 


What? 


"You go by Tommy, right?" 


Yeah, yeah, Tommy. That was his name. Tommy. 


Through the hazy darkness, there was a figure, barely there at all, floating in front of him. 
The darkness covered up most of their features, but Tommy could still see the rough outline 
of a person and a bright smile that pushed through the haze. 


"It's good to see you, hon." 


"Who are you?" He barely managed to push out, the words feeling weird in his mouth as if he 
wasn't supposed to be able to talk. "And where am I?" 


The figure chuckled and - oh - that filled him with so much warmth. It seemed to melt away 
the coldness inside of him, filling him with sunshine and love and so much warmth. "You're 
in the in-between, love. Limbo, purgatory. Whatever you want to call it." 


"So, I'm dead." The realisation didn't hit him as hard as he thought it would. He always knew 
he would die someday, sooner rather than later. It was an occupational hazard in the Red 
Room. He was surprised he had even lasted so long. 


There was a humming sound, slightly disapproving, and the figure corrected him, "Not yet." 


Tommy blinked. "Who are you?" He repeated. 


The figure smiled. "My name is Kristin. I was once married to a man named Phil, but now 
I'm here." 


"So, you're stuck in the in-between too?" He asked. 


She tutted, "No, I'm actually dead." 


"Oh," Tommy winced. "I'm sorry." 


Kristin laughed, and if her chuckle from before had filled him with warmth, this blasted him 
with the full force of a sunny day, creeping into every crevice of his soul and lighting it up. 
"It's okay, Tommy. I've had a really long time to come to terms with it." 


Tommy frowned. "You said, you said you were married to a man named Phil." 


She was silent for a while before she nodded. "Yes," she smiled. "I was." 


"Phil Minecraft?" 


Kristin reached forward a hand but then pulled away at the last minute. "Yes, love." 


"Are you-" Tommy breathed out, and suddenly his body burst alive, and there was something 
like a heartbeat in his chest, beating faster with every second. "Are you my mother?" 


She smiled at him, her gaze so full of love that he could cry. "Yes." 


Despite the fact that he still couldn't physically move his body, Tommy wanted nothing more 
than to run into her arms, to feel the warmth she provided fully, to let it consume him and 
wash over him, to let that love run over and completely wreck him until all of the barriers that 
the Red Room had forced him to put up came crumbling down. 


His mother. 


Instead, he let out a choked sob. "What happened to you?" 


Kristin's smile turned sad. "I was very sick. And you had just been born, and Phil had just 
become a superhero and I..." she paused and then shrugged. "You were only ten months old, 
I tried to hold on for as long as I could but death comes for us all." 


"I'm sorry." That's all he could think of to say. What else can you say? 


"It's not your fault, love." She laughed again, but it wasn't full of the warmth from before. 
There was only sorrow. "I'm the one who should be sorry." Her voice had turned soft. 
"Growing up like that, my poor baby." 


Tommy frowned. “You watched me?” 


“Oh,” Kristin smiled, almost sheepish. Embarrassed. “I watched over you and Phil. I watched 
as he adopted two brilliant boys.” She stopped smiling. “I watched as you were taken. I 
couldn’t do anything. I watched as they broke your spirit-“ she cut herself off with a sob. 
“You didn't deserve that." 


Tommy felt a stirring in his chest, an ache at the sight of this woman in front of him weeping 
over the future of her child that she could never protect. He wondered, then, what it would 
have looked like; his childhood. What would someone looking in, with an unbiased view see 
when they looked at his childhood? For him, it was all he ever knew. Sure, he knew 
something was wrong, deep in his gut he always felt that something was wrong, but it was 
like that saying of a baby being born in a burning house, thinking that was the norm. 


He remembered one mission when he had to befriend a boy, he couldn't remember the name 
now, but he could remember his confusion when the boy didn't share his experiences. He 
wasn't chained to a bed at night, wasn't given limited food, was allowed sweets, and didn't 
have to fear for his life or kill other children. Tommy was smart enough not to give too much 
away, but it sowed the seeds for his discontent with the organisation. If other children didn't 
have to go through this, why did he? 


Did he really deserve all that? Did his years of killing and torturing other children mean that 
he was deserving of such a bad childhood? 


Kristin didn't think so. She didn't think he deserved any of it. 


"So," he said once her cries had lessened. "What happens now?" He wished he hadn't 
sounded so small saying that, but it was hard when being overwhelmed by the warmth and 
love that Kristin radiated. He felt like he was three years old again. 


"You made a choice," she said, looking proud, if not sad still. "You chose to save Tubbo. You 
put yourself in front of that bullet." 


Tommy shook his head. "No, no, that wasn't a choice. How could it be a choice?" If there was 
any oxygen around him, he would've taken in a deep breath. "Of course, I would always do 
that, again and again." 


"And that's what makes all the difference," she pressed. "You think yourself a monster, but 
you were raised to have self-preservation be your first priority, and yet you still sacrificed 
yourself to save someone." She smiled. "You're a good person, Tommy." 


"I'm not-" 


"You are," she cut him off with a stern glare. "I'm your mother, you listen to me." 


And they laughed. 


They laughed. 


He was laughing with his mother. 


He was laughing. 


And not a fake one either, not one that he had crafted from years of being taught how to fake 
human emotions after being stripped of them as a toddler. And not a cruel laugh, like the ones 
after a mission was successful, and not a manic laugh from the times he had been trapped in 
the isolation room for months at a time. 


It was genuine. 


Real. 


Joyful. 


He was happy. 


"You have another choice to make, now." She said after they had calmed down. "You can 
choose to stay here with me if you'd like. Finally, rest, or," Kristin smirked as she turned her 
gaze downwards to something only she could see. "You could go back to our family. They're 
calling for you, can you hear them?" 


Distantly, as if making its way through thick water, he could hear a sweet, melodic voice 
weave its way through his senses; " Tommy, wake up." 


"Wilbur?" He whispered, listening more intently. 


There it was again. " Tommy, wake up." 


"This is entirely your choice," Kristin assured, smiling. "I won't be mad." 


"But," Tommy blinked. "You'll be alone here." 


She smiled. "I can last a little longer. But you," she laughed, another one that filled him with 
so much joy. "You can have the life you've always wanted." 


Another choice. 


He was never allowed a choice before. 


And now? 


He was debilitated by indecisiveness. 


Two choices. 


The promise of freedom, of rest, finally. He had barely been living but God was it so tiring. 
The offering of peace, to spend the rest of eternity with his mother, the one he never knew 
even existed who had been watching over him this whole time. He wouldn't have to fight 
anymore, he could finally stop running, stop surviving all the damn time. He had lived a 
million years in his short seventeen years on earth, and he was so, so tired. The warmth and 
safety that Kristin, his mother, provided were so tempting. He could just imagine it, spending 
the rest of his time wrapped in her love. The love he had never received as a child. 


And it's not like he would be abandoning his family. He would watch over them, just as 
Kristin had for all these years. He would watch them and then one day they would join him 
and Kristin. 


But... 


" Tommy, wake up!" 


He winced at the desperation in Wilbur's voice. The pure agony. 


How could he leave his family to grieve over him, knowing he could've gone back to them? 


How could he leave a family that had learned to love him all over again, who had chosen him 
again, who had seen him with all of his flaws and had still come back to rescue him? Who 
had risked everything to get him back? 


" Tommy, wake up!" 


Kristin giggled. "I don't think Wilbur's letting you go without a fight." 


Tommy laughed with her, the sound coming so easily now. 


"Tommy, wake up!" 


"Have you made your choice?" She asked, a smirk on her lips as if she already knew the 
answer. 


" Tommy, wake up!" 


He smiled back. "I think Wilbur made that choice for me." 


Kristin nodded and sent one final wave of warmth toward him. "Look after them," she raised 
an eyebrow, mischievous. "I'm trusting you to keep them from doing anything stupid, 
alright?" He laughed again, filled with so much joy. "I'll see you someday, love." She smiled, 
so proud. Of him. She was proud of him. 


Tommy felt a tear drop down, and suddenly he was aware of his body again, a tingling 
sensation flowing through his veins. "I'll see you, mum." 


"TOMMY, WAKE UP!" 


I'm not the one for theoretical physics 
And I'm not the one to believe the mystics 


But a butterfly in a distant land 


Could influence what I had planned 

One minute difference could mean the difference 
Between life and death, a test of endurance 

My life is broken into 

Seconds of choices 

Of second chances 

So I use my time to pour my heart 


into the minutes spent in someone else's arms. 


Tommy blinked his eyes open. "Wilbur?" 


There was a shaky breath from above him and many more gasps, but the room was fuzzy, 
spinning, and so he closed his eyes again as voices spoke around him. 


"You did it..." 


"Tommy, Tommy, can you hear me?" 


"We need to get him to a hospital, or something!" 


"We're in the middle of nowhere, miles away from any hospital, he'd be dead before we even 
got there." 


"We don't have much time, we need to do something now!" 


"I can help." 


The voices stopped and Tommy felt a shifting around him as if someone was holding his 
body closer. "Don't touch him!" The voice was raw and hoarse, scratchy. Tommy winced. 


"I'm a healer," the other voice said, calm and indifferent. "I can help him." 


"Why would you want to?" A deeper voice said, Phil? It might've been Phil. "What do you 
get out of it." 


"None of us willingly worked for the Red Room, but we were scared. I was raised here just 
like Achilles was, but I can help now." 


"Why should we trust you?" 


Silence. Tommy opened his eyes slightly, blinking back the pain from the brightness of the 
room. 


A man stood over him, dressed in the same black suit they all were in. He was tense, his face 
void of any emotion, but any Spider could see the fear and panic hidden behind his eyes. 
Spiders always understood each other more than any other person, exchanges in the middle 
of hallways, nods whenever they saw each other on missions. Spiders helped each other until 
they were ordered not to. 


Tommy recognised the man before him, one of the older Spiders, but still young enough that 
he was aging and hadn't been frozen in time like Mnemosyne. 


"Ponk," he breathed, the effort to speak sending spasms of pain over his body. Tommy turned 
to Wilbur, who was still cradling him against his chest. "He can help." 


Wilbur's eyes darted over to Phil who had a concerned frown on his face, gaze flickering 
between Tommy and Ponk. Eventually, though, he realised that this was all the help they 
were going to get. "Alright," he decided, and stepped away from Tommy, allowing Ponk to 
take his place. 


Ponk knelt down next to Tommy, placing his hands over the gunshot wound in his side. 
"You're going to be alright," he whispered. "I promise." 


Tommy nodded but still squeezed his eyes shut. 


There were very few people that Tommy actually had any semblance of affection for in the 
Red Room. Of course, affection was attachment and attachments were weaknesses and all 
that, but there were a few people that he could say he liked. Ponk was one of those people. 


From what he had heard from the man during his many visits to the infirmary, Ponk survived 
purely because of his ability. While the Red Room did have a few healers at their disposal, 
none were as powerful as Ponk. When his powers had manifested as a child he was 
withdrawn from the system, still trained as a Wolf Spider but at the end of the day he was 
surviving regardless of if he was better than the others or not. He got a free pass to life, 
basically, due to his healing ability being so powerful. When he 'graduated', he was never sent 
on missions, never forced to kill and never used for the Red Room's benefit. Instead, he was 
kept safe within the facility, healing up deadly wounds that were inevitable within the culture 
of "survive or die" that the Red Room had instilled into the recruits. 


Tommy liked Ponk. The man was stern but kind (well, as kind as one could be in the Red 
Room). 


He felt the familiar tingling sensation spread through his stomach. Thankfully, the bullet had 
shot straight through, so there was no need for surgery, just for Ponk to wave his hands and 
stitch the skin, muscles and tissue back together. It was painless, a slight pressure but that 
was all. 


Ponk was amazing. 


After the man had healed the wound in Tommy’s stomach, he moved onto Tommy’s arm, and 
by then the boy was coherent enough to finally have a conversation with the others. 


“Tommy-“ Wilbur cut himself off with a cough, his voice grating on Tommy’s ears where 
usually it would be sweet and soothing. 


“What the hell happened to you?” Tommy asked, new energy filling him once the bullet 
wound had been healed. 


Tubbo rolled his eyes, “Man really just said ‘yes’ to the first stage of grief and tore open his 
throat to bring you back from the dead.” 


Tommy frowned and turned to Ponk, getting the man’s attention quickly. “My arm can wait, 
heal his throat.” 


“No, Tommy-“ Wilbur was cut off once again by a cough, everyone around him wincing at 
the harsh sound. 


Ponk wasted no time, turning from Tommy’s arm to place a hand gently on Wilbur’s neck. 
The man blinked as he felt the sensation of the tissue in his throat bind itself together again. 
“That was weird,” he said when Ponk was finished, and they were all glad to hear that his 
voice had returned to its normal sound. 


“You’re such a softie, aren’t you, Wil?” Tommy mocked, squinting his eyes at the man. 
“Really told death ‘no, not today’ all for your brother - Hey!” He let out an indignant shout as 
Wilbur pulled him back into an embrace. 


“We thought we’d lost you,” Wilbur mumbled into his ear, carding his hands through 
Tommy’s hair, slick with sweat and drops of blood. Wilbur and Tubbo’s hands were still 
covered in it. “Again. We’d lost you once, I thought...” 


Tommy smiled as Ponk started to assess the damage in his arm. “Come on, you know me. Far 
too stubborn for death.” 


“Don’t even joke about that,” Tubbo said, shakily. The boy had gone quiet, staring at the 
blood still splattered around the area despite Tommy’s wound being gone. Tommy reached 
his good hand out to hold Tubbo’s, who clenched it gently. “You didn’t have to do that.” 


Tommy repeated the words he had said to Kristin; “I would always do that, again and again.” 


Tubbo’s face scrunched up as tears started flowing from his eyes, the boy barely holding in 
sobs. “You’re such an arse,” he said, but it’s spoken through hiccups so Tommy doesn’t take 
it to heart. 


He turned his head to Ponk when the man tapped him on the shoulder gently. “I’m gonna 
need to set it,” he said, wincing slightly. “Just preparing you.” 


Wilbur clutched tightly to him as if Tommy was going to die all over again, but Tommy only 
rolled his eyes. “I’m fine, man,” he mumbled. “You saw what happened before.” 


Ponk set his arm and Tommy barely even twitched, eyes staring blankly forward as he 
breathed through the pain, an expert. Tubbo breathed another sob. 


“Are we sure he’s dead?” Wilbur growled, staring at the body of Eret, still lying in a pool of 
their own blood as Spiders milled around. “I’d like to have another shot.” 


“I don’t miss,” Tommy muttered, smirking slightly. 


m? 


Wilbur punched him in his good arm. “You can’t just say stuff like that 
eyes wide in concern. 


The man gasped, 


“Oh, come on!” The boy smiled. “I finally get to scare the hell out of you guys with all my 
creepy comments. It's so funny!” 


“It’s not funny,” Tubbo grumbled, still holding tightly to Tommy’s hand. 


In no time at all, Ponk had healed the break in his arm, leaving with a pat on Tommy’s back. 


Tommy took the time to have a look around. 


Phil, Techno, Ranboo, Fundy and Niki had taken it upon themselves to round up all of the 
Spiders currently in the room, of which there were only about ten or so. Most of them were 
willing to leave the Red Room, now that it had no leader and now that they were no longer 
being controlled. They all also swore to help in managing the rest of the Spiders still 
currently in the headquarters and informing those around the world on missions that the Red 
Room had fallen. 


Tommy caught Dream’s eye, but the older Spider only looked away at the contact, his jaw 
tensed as he spoke with 404 and Phil. 


“I don’t understand,” Wilbur said, eyebrows furrowed together. “Why are they all so... 
helpful now?” 


The three of them remained on the ground, simply taking in the organised chaos around them 
as they caught their breaths, metaphorically. Tommy smiled, but it was sad and full of regret. 
“We were three when we were brought here,” he said, blinking his eyes rapidly. “This place 
has been all we’ve ever known. We know they treat us horribly, we know we’re being 
controlled like sheep but,” he shrugged. “It’s all we’ve ever known.” To lighten the mood a 
bit, he snorted and added, “Besides, there was probably a healthy dose of mind control there 
as well. I only realised it after I had escaped.” 


Niki, who had been lingering around them for a few moments, sat down next to them. “How 
did you escape?” She asked, head tilted to the side curiously. “It’s the one thing I never 
understood. Sure, we both wanted to leave, but we knew it was impossible.” 


Tommy nodded. “It’s something I only remembered when I got all my memories back,” he 
revealed. “I kept having this dream about me on a mission, and I’ve finally realised what it 
meant. All those months ago, I went on a mission, a normal intelligence mission, but Dream 
and 404 came along to supervise me.” He turned to the agents in question, his eyes turning 
hard. “I couldn’t understand. I’m one of the best Spiders in the program, why did I need to be 
babysat? And then, one night, I overheard them talking about the true nature of the mission.” 


He turned to Wilbur and Tubbo, face carefully blank of any emotion. “Do you know what my 
power is?” Tommy asked them. 


Wilbur nodded, but it was Tubbo who answered, his voice still shaking. “You can give people 
hallucinations,” he said, curling in on himself slightly. “Make them see things that aren’t 
there.” 


Tommy exhaled harshly. “Yeah,” he said, simply. “It’s not really the nicest power.” 


“We read a bit of your file,” Wilbur started but continued hastily at the sharp look Tommy 
gave him. “We didn’t read about your missions! Only basic things; your age, graduation year, 
birth status, powers...” he paused, biting his lip. “They said your powers were under 
experimentation.” 


Wincing, Tommy lowered his head. “Yeah,” he started, softly. “I found out what the real 
mission was. They wanted to know if I could replace someone’s memory with something I 
had made up.” 


Niki breathed in sharply. ““What?” 


“I know,” Tommy muttered. “That’s why I left.” 


“Uh,” Tubbo stammered. “I’m sorry, I’m a bit lost?” 


Giving Tommy a thinly veiled horrified look, Niki responded. “Our memories are already 
taken from us,” she said, trying to control her breathing. “One day you can wake up and not 
remember the last few months of your life. You have no idea what,” she stuttered. “What 
horrible things you might’ve done. But at least you know you’ve done something. If the Red 
Room could completely change our memories-“ she cut herself off, leaning over to the side. 
“Oh, God.” 


“I knew what the Red Room would do with that sort of power,” Tommy continued for Niki. 
“I had to leave. And so, I left with only the supplies I had taken for the trip, a few hundred 
dollars and made my way to the other side of the world.” Despite the memory, he smiled. “To 
Esempee.” 


“So,” Wilbur started, cautious not to say something wrong. “You can change someone’s 
memory?” 


Tommy scrunched up his nose but nodded, bowing his head. “Yeah,” he shook his head. “I 
did it to a guard earlier today.” 


Niki took his - now healed - right hand into her own. “You did what you could to survive,” 
she assured, rubbing small circles onto the back of his wrist. “We all did.” 


He nodded but it was clear he didn’t believe her. 


Phil walked over then, flanked by Techno and Ranboo as Fundy continued talking to the 
other Spiders. ““We’ve got most of them here, and the ones that aren’t cooperating are being 
watched by the others,” Phil said, his wings bristling behind him. “We need a game plan for 
the others.” 


“Most of them should follow us,” Niki said. “We might have a harder time with the older 
ones, though.” 


“And the kids,” Tommy reminded her, picking at some skin on his hands. “We gotta find a 
place for them.” 


Phil sighed, placing his head in his hands. “How many are there?” 


Tommy blinked as he did the numbers in his head. “Around seven hundred?” He added, 
“Give or take a few dozen.” 


“Oh, God,” Phil breathed out. “What am I going to do with seven hundred kids?” 


“We need to be careful with them,” Niki pressed, her eyebrows furrowed in worry. “They 
won’t know if this is real or not, they could think it’s a test. We need to be gentle.” 


Tommy frowned. “The younger ones should be better, it’s the older ones we need to watch 
carefully.” 


Wilbur ran his hand through Tommy’s hand again, the gesture calming the boy’s concern. 
“We don’t need to rush,” he said, turning to the rest of the group. “Should we get Schlatt 
involved now?” 


Groaning, Phil answered. “We really should. He’ll have the resources to help the agents out, 
better than we could.” 


“He’s going to be so pissed,” Techno snorted. 


Tommy looked out at the agents around him, all of them standing hesitantly. It looked wrong, 
for the people he had known to be so confident in everything they do be so unsure of their 
actions, of their thoughts even. He understood it, though. He remembered those few weeks 
after he had escaped, the fear of the unknown that grasped him, the uncertainty that came 
with having to make your own choices in the absence of any authority. 


Control was all they knew. Every single action had been controlled by someone since they 
were three, and now they were left with far too many decisions, far too many thoughts, with 


no one to tell them what to do. 


"We have a lot of work to do," Tommy said. 
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Ranboo woke up in the middle of the night, breathing in sharply as he jolted in his bed, sweat 
covering him despite the cold November air outside his window. He blinked as he attempted 
to hold on to the last threads that remained from his dream, but all that he had to show were 
faceless bodies and whispered voices that he could never hope to recognise. There was pain - 
that, at least, he remembered - and it echoed on his skin as the feeling slowly ebbed away 
along with the fading memories. 


This was an almost nightly routine at this point. 


He would wake in the night to memories he hadn't remembered in two years and feel helpless 
as they once again slipped through his fingers like water, slowly but continuous and 
inevitable. 


It was exhausting. 


Couldn't he last one night, have one good night of sleep without nightmares terrorising him? 
Why did his brain not let him have a respite, a reprieve? Or, better yet, why did it not allow 
him to remember it when he woke up so that he could finally start piecing together his life 
from before he had stumbled into the arms of this family. Don't get him wrong, he loved this 


family, loved how accepting they were and how helpful they were with his problems. He 
appreciated their patience and love and compassion, but he still wanted, no, needed to know 
where he came from. 


Ranboo sighed as he laid back in bed, his head hitting the pillow but no remnants of sleep 
remained. The moon shone silver rays across the bedroom in the crack of the curtain, 
reminding him of the time. He wouldn't be getting any more sleep tonight. 


Instead of stewing in the pain and frustration, Ranboo decided to get out of bed and go get a 
glass of water, hoping that the change of scenery and some fluids would help settle his mind. 


As he made his way out of the bedroom and into the living room, he realised he wasn't the 
only one awake at this unGodly hour of the night. 


Sitting on the couch with the overhead lamp emitting a soft light over his shoulder was 
Techno, who sat crossed-legged on the single armchair, his reading glasses perched 
precariously on top of his nose reflecting the orange glow surrounding him. In his hands sat a 
small, worn book that Ranboo couldn't see the title of in the darkness, but Techno seemed 
engrossed in it enough that he either didn't notice or didn't acknowledge Ranboo's presence, 
and Ranboo guessed it was the latter because he had never met anyone as vigilant and 
observant as Techno. 


Sure enough, as Ranboo pressed a hesitantly step backwards at the sight of the man, Techno 
huffed and turned a page. "Coward. Come here." 


And who was Ranboo to ignore that command? 


He made his way around the couch with slow steps, watching Techno as he began to read the 
new page he had turned to, looking nonplussed at Ranboo's presence in the room at, as the 
clock testified, 5 am. Ranboo had half a mind to ask Techno what he was doing up but 
decided against it, settling to just sit down on the couch to the right of the man and curl his 
legs up underneath him, content to just let the two exist in silence. 


All that filled the room was the sound of breathing and Techno occasionally turning and 
ruffling the pages as he progressed through his book. Ranboo could also hear the faint sound 
of the lamp hovering over Techno's shoulder, the electricity humming through the living 
room. 


Ranboo could feel the remains of his nightmare still weighing on his mind and in his heart, 
causing a bubbling feeling to arise in his stomach as he attempted to push the anxiety away. 
He closed his eyes tightly but it didn't stop the occasional flashes from flittering across his 
view. Taking a few deep breaths, he brought a hand up to his chest in a desperate endeavour 
to quiet his still racing heart. 


A muted sigh interrupted his thoughts. "What is it then?" 


He opened his eyes to the sight of Techno still staring at the pages of his book, but his eyes 
no longer floated across the page, leaving Ranboo to believe the man was only pretending to 
still be enraptured in the book and unbothered by Ranboo's distress. 


In the two years since Techno had found him wandering by himself in the freezing Russian 
winter, Ranboo had begun to understand his quiet passion for those around him. Techno 
didn't make his love obvious, but it was obvious to those who really knew him and he was 
finally starting to see it. The subtle red tint to Techno's cheek and the softness in his eyes told 
Ranboo all he needed to know about the man's thoughts of Ranboo's midnight adventures. 


Ranboo smiled, tired. "The usual," he whispered, turning his head away from the man and 
looking out of the window. There was only darkness. "I can get a small glimpse of memories, 
a glimpse of what there once was, and usually it's not good but I-" he sighed, closing his eyes 
again. "I still want to know." 


Techno didn't say anything. He didn't turn the page of his book even though he should've by 
now. 


In the absence of any life-changing advice from the man, Ranboo continued his rambling. "It 
sucks because I wake up with phantom pains. I know my childhood probably wasn't the best, 
I mean you could figure that by me being abandoned to the Russian wilderness at twelve 
years old, but I still want, need something. I don't even know my name-" he cut himself off 
with a sigh. "Who forgets their name?" 


The silence returned but Ranboo didn't mind it. There was a comfort to it, a gentleness within 
the absence of conversation where Ranboo could simply let himself exist beside another 
person. Just the presence of Techno washed away any of his intrusive, self-deprecating 
thoughts. Techno always had that ability. 


Just as Ranboo felt himself grow tired, exhaustion pulling at his eyelids, he startled awake at 
a rumbling chuckle from Techno. "What's in a name?" 


Ranboo blinked sleepily at the man, confusion etched on his brow. "Excuse me?" 


"What's in a name?" Techno repeated and finally turned over to the next page, chuckling to 
himself slightly. It's then that Ranboo recognised the literary reference. "I changed my name, 
you know?" 


The younger let out a nervous laugh. "Well, obviously. I mean what kind of name is 
Technoblade?" 


"What kind of name is Ranboo?" Techno shot back but there was no malice. "But yeah, the 
great Technoblade wasn't always so... grand I guess." 


"What was your name?" Ranboo asked before his brain caught up with his mouth. He 
winced. 


Techno only huffed. "Wouldn't you like to know?" 


Ranboo laughed along with him. "Yeah, I'm sorry. That wasn't appropriate." 


"Nah," Techno drawled, finally looking up from his book to stare at Ranboo. "Don't 
apologise." 


"Sure," Ranboo replied. 


Techno nodded and looked back down at the pages of his book. "All I'm saying, kid, is that 
names hold power, sure. Names are important. But at the end of the day, you define yourself. 
You name yourself in whatever way you feel suits you. No one can tell you who you are or 
aren't." Ranboo swallowed harshly. "I don't need to know your past to know who you are. 
You don't need any lame memories to tell you who you are, either. Kid, you have your whole 
future ahead of you." 


"Shouldn't I know these things, though?" Ranboo pressed. "You're always talking about 
learning from our pasts, learning from the mistakes of the myths and the ancient warriors and 
all that. What if there's something important in my past that I'm missing?" 


Another turn of the page, even though Ranboo hadn't seen Techno's eyes move across the 
page in a few minutes. "It's important, yes," the older man conceded. "But it's not the be-all- 
end-all. It's good to consider the past and the mistakes that led us here, yes, but it's more 
important to look to the future. To what will come in the years ahead." 


Ranboo nodded, considering the man's words. "I just wish I had some idea." 


"Maybe someday you will, but don't focus on what you can't change." Techno looked up once 
more and, this time, set the book on the table next to him. He folded his hands over his lap. 
"It's frustrating, sure, but don't let a little thing like memory loss get you down." 


Laughter followed from both of them. Ranboo turned back to the window and saw the sky 
start to lighten. Dawn was coming. Birds started to sing as the break of the day drew closer. 


He sighed; relief rather than exhaustion. "Thanks, Techno." 


Techno huffed. "Don't mention it, nerd." 


Chapter End Notes 


Hi guys, 


I know you're expecting a new chapter and I know it's already been a really long time - 
and I promise it's still coming - but I know the entire community has been completely 
shaken by the news. 


Technoblade was a legend. He was kind, funny, endlessly witty and just amazing. 


I will continue to write stories involving him to continue his legacy. He will always be 
the strong, courageous and steadfast warrior everyone knew him as. Technoblade will 
only die once we stop telling his story. 


Thank you for your patience as well. Updates might be even slower now but I promise I 
will not abandon this story. Thank you for sticking around. 


I know not many of you are religious but this is my favourite chapter of Scripture and 
it's never been more relevant in my life until now: 


“There is a right time for everything, and everything on earth will happen at the right 
time. 


There is a time to be born and a time to die. 

There is a time to plant and a time to pull up plants. 
There is a time to kill and a time to heal. 

There is a time to destroy and a time to build. 

There is a time to cry and a time to laugh. 

There is a time to be sad and a time to dance with joy. 


There is a time to throw weapons down and a time to pick them up. 


There is a time to hug someone and a time to stop holding so tightly. 
There is a time to look for something and a time to consider it lost. 
There is a time to keep things and a time to throw things away. 
There is a time to tear cloth and a time to sew it. 

There is a time to be silent and a time to speak. 

There is a time to love and a time to hate. 


There is a time for war and a time for peace.” 
Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 ERV 
I love you all. Stay safe. 


Technoblade never dies. 


The Red Room Has Fallen 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter: 
- Character death (not major) 
- Descriptions of nightmares 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Dream was, comparatively, a younger Spider. 


Only 22, he couldn't measure up against the Spiders who had been around decades before his 
birth, still looking as young as 25, the average age any of them stopped aging at. He 
remembered his mentor, a quiet, deadly, harsh teacher who never failed to pick apart every 
single mistake he ever made. His teacher's abilities complemented his own, though, and so he 
was thankful at least that he had someone to learn from. 


Dream was picked as the favourite early on. Unlike his partner, 404, who was labelled as 
weak, scrawny, small, and was never expected to make it to his 10th year, Dream was 
handpicked at 5 when he pulled the trigger for the first time, when he took down a fellow 
student quicker than all his peers, when his powers manifested, years before anyone else had 
even started to think about abilities. Dream was strong. He was sturdy. His loyalty was, too. 


At least, that's what he told himself. 


Dream worked his way up the hidden hierarchy of the Red Room, completing missions and 
being given more and more responsibility as the years went on. His abilities were ‘helpful’ to 
the Room, another reason why he was chosen as the favourite so early on. The ability to 
control a person's movement, all with just the graze of a hand, quickly sent him up the ranks, 
sent him on missions, and slowly he began to prove himself as a competent Spider, maybe 
even a good one, maybe even a great one. 


Still, he was young. There was no doubt about that. The fight to the top was hard when you 
had to compete against agents who had been in the field for almost a hundred years, 


perfecting their skills and honing their craft until they were everything the Red Room wanted; 
an efficient, silent, deadly killer. 


He remembered the very first time he realised just how much effort he would need to put in to 
become better than all the others. He was maybe eight, or seven, and saw how even the 
experienced Spider was dragged off to receive punishment for a mission gone wrong. There 
was a hope, a naivety in the young recruits that once they graduated they would be 
untouchable, they would be invincible, and they would never be subjected to the harsh 
consequences of the Room ever again. That hope was squashed when Dream saw the terrified 
look on the older Spider's face, the resignation as if this happened often. That was the 
moment Dream decided he would never, ever allow himself to be put in that position. 


Especially when the punishments got so much worse. 


The Red Room's main method of punishment, discipline, torture, was physical abuse or 
mental abuse. Their favourite seemed to be the sensory deprivation room, which was so silent 
and so void of any stimuli that it made even the toughest Spiders break down after a few days. 
Dream had only had the displeasure of being subjected to such a room twice, as soon enough 
a different punishment was introduced to the organisation. 


When Dream was fifteen and just starting to become great at his job, he messed up. Badly. A 
missed shot, a missed opportunity, a missed chance, and he came back to the Room without 
the blood on his hands that should've been dripping onto the white floor. 


He expected the sensory deprivation room again, or perhaps they would break some of his 
bones, not let him heal and make him train until his body simply gave up (another favourite 
punishment). What awaited him was far worse than anything he could've ever dreamed up. 


What he didn't expect on the other side of the door when they led him in was a small blonde 
boy, eyes already hardened from the years of conditioning and training within the Room, but 
his face still chubby and full of baby fat. He was missing a tooth at the front of his mouth 
when he opened it, closing it quickly as a superior slapped him across the face. 


"Dream, sit in the chair," commanded his own superior, a Spider he couldn't remember the 
name of, who pulled him by the arm to sit opposite the boy, his eyes bored as they analysed 
and memorised Dream's features, not that he could see much behind the white maks. Dream, 


likewise, was taking in the way the boy's hands clenched ever so slightly as he sat down. "You 
know why you're here," his handler continued. "11 will be administering your punishment 
today." 


He stared at the boy, and suddenly everything seemed to click into place. 


The boy continued to stare at him with lifeless eyes. Dream wanted to scream, wanted to run 
out of that room and take any punishment, anything else, just not this. 


He had heard the rumours making their way around the organisation, had heard the younger 
Spiders and recruits talking about the Nightmare. Dream had honestly believed it to be a 
joke, perhaps started by the superiors to control their Spiders better. Their own personal 
version of the Boogeyman. 


But here was that Nightmare, sitting in front of him in the form of a nine-year-old boy with 
eyes that could've been blue if they hadn't been greyed out, and a face so young he had yet to 
fully grow into his features. 


Dream would run if he could. But instead, he let the boy reach over the table separating them 
and grab his hand, his eyes continuing to stare unblinkingly even as the older was thrown 
into a nightmarish hellscape. 


A hell of his own creation. 


He couldn't talk about what he had seen that day, not even to 404 who he usually told 
everything. The nightmare would haunt him years later at night, keeping the young man from 
sleeping over and over and over again. More than just the nightmare itself, Dream often 
dreamt of the young face that preceded the nightmare, the lifeless grey eyes that held almost 
no sympathy as he reached out a hand and pulled him down, down, down, the feeling of 
drowning still etched into his lungs even though it was never real. 


It was some form of cruel irony, then, when Dream and 404 were tasked with training 11 as 
the boy neared graduation. 


Dream remembered staring at Achilles all those years ago when the boy was just on the cusp 
of being a Wolf Spider, seeing the cold fury that hid behind lifeless, soulless eyes. He knew, 
even then, barely 18 and just starting to come into his own as a Spider, that Achilles would 
either rule the Red Room or break it. 


That feeling only grew on the last mission he ever shared with the boy. 


There were small clues that something like this would happen, that Achilles would evolve in 
this way. The feeling of drowning that returned to Dream at night felt too real each time, felt 
too ingrained in his mind, in a way that felt more than just a lived experience of his. No, it felt 
like it was a memory that kept playing over and over in his head like it had been written into 
the timeline in his brain, a false memory that would play as if it was a real one. 


He wasn't all that surprised, then, when he was called by Eret to the leader's office with 404 
and told of the real mission Achilles was to undertake. 


"We have reason to believe Achilles can alter a person's memories," Eret had said, a smirk 
gracing their face. "You two will be in charge of his mission. He is not to know the extent of 
his abilities until the mark is in place, understood?" 


Dream could feel himself nod, but, underneath his porcelain mask, there was a terror he had 
never known before in all his 22 years of living. 


And now, he was watching that same kid, that same agent, bring the Red Room down in a 
single day. 


There was a blind optimism in the eyes of the heroes that surrounded Achilles as the boy was 
healed of his wounds - Dream only felt slightly bad for the broken arm. He was currently 
being watched very closely by an agent he recognised as Vulpes, a few years younger than 


Achilles which he had taught a few times, the boy was not the least bit intimidating to the 
older Spider but Dream wasn't interested in fighting anymore. 


He'd seen too many people die. 


There was still a fire - a loyalty, you could say - instilled into him even as the person 
responsible for all this pain and suffering fell, killed by the boy who had defied all odds and 
had truly escaped. 


Dream was lying if he said he wasn't jealous. 


Maybe that was why he so eagerly went along with Eret's plan; why he wanted to capture the 
boy so much. 


He had been the source of so much misery in the Room and then had left as if nothing had 
ever happened. He'd left Dream, left him in hell while he got to explore the world without the 
confines of a power-hungry, abusive system breathing down his neck. 


Maybe that's why he still fought even after the battle had already been won. 


But seeing Achilles take a last shuddering breath poured water over the fire, leaving only a 
steaming, smoking mess of a person. If he could even be called a person anymore. 


404 sat to his left, still a constant at his side even now that everything was changing. He 
stared at him, the two used to reading each other's expressions even through their masks, 
404's glasses reflecting his full face mask, the face smiling back at him in the lenses. 404 
frowned. "What are you thinking?" 


"I'm thinking," is all Dream answered. 


404 scoffed and turned back to Vulpes, who was still staring at them with his arms crossed. 
"You guys are way too in over your head," he said, mumbling to the kid in front of them. 
"You have no idea what you're doing." 


"It's better than the alternative right?" Vulpes shot back. "What, you want to go back to being 
mindless soldiers." 


"Not all of us were mindless," Dream muttered, shooting a dangerous look that Vulpes 
couldn't even see. "There's more at work here than you can even imagine." 


Vulpes shrugged. "So?" He asked, boredom bleeding into his tone. 


Dream rolled his eyes and looked around the room. 


Achilles was still sitting down on the ground, the bullet wound now long healed from his 
stomach. There he was, surrounded by the heroes. Surrounded by his so-called 'family'. 
Dream wanted to scoff at the scene, roll his eyes at it, dismiss it as naivety born from a life 
where they hadn't had to survive every single second of every single day, not knowing if it 
was ever going to be their last. If it was simply that, Dream wouldn't have been too upset. 


But it was the inclusion of Achilles that irked him. The boy had grown up in the Room. He 
should've known this fantasy would only end in tragedy. 


Dream knew Achilles could feel his gaze on his back and so wasn't surprised when the boy 
turned around and locked eyes with him. Achilles gave no indication of what was going on 
behind his eyes, and Dream thought that there might still be hope for him yet. He watched as 
the hero who was kneeling over him - Siren if his memory served him - followed Achilles' 
gaze to Dream, glaring at them when he caught eye of them. The two exchanged a few 
words, with Siren continuing to glare at Dream while shooting what appeared to be harsh 
words back at Achilles. He caught a glimpse of Siren saying, "You don't have to," before 
Achilles was out of his arms and stalking towards the group. 


Vulpes turned around and narrowed his eyes as Achilles arrived at their group. "What's 
wrong?" He asked, keeping his eyes on Dream and 404. 


Achilles smiled. "Nothing, Fundy, everything's fine, I'll take over, for now, go talk to Niki 
and Phil about dealing with the recruits." 


Vulpes (Fundy?) sighed but followed the subtle command Achilles had given him, leaving 
the group and walking over to Nikita and the main hero, Angel, who were speaking with 
some other agents and discussing the children who were still holed up in the compound. 
Dream, 404 and Achilles watched him leave, none of them speaking until he was far out of 
range. 


Then, once they were sure no one could hear them, Achilles turned to the older Spiders. 
"What's your plan?" He asked, eyes brighter than Dream had ever seen them before. 


"Our plan?" 404 repeated, a smirk gracing his lips. "What makes you think we have any idea 
what's going to happen next?" 


"In fact," Dream continued from his partner. "I'm not entirely sure you know what's 
happening next either." 


Achilles narrowed his eyes, his hands twitching at his side. "What's that supposed to mean?" 
He mumbled, his eyes trailing over the two of them. 


"Eret may be dead, but that doesn't mean the Red Room is gone." Dream pressed his lips into 
a fine line. "The Red Room has its hands in so many secrets. This isn't the end." 


"I never pretended it was," Achilles replied, his frown deepening. "But it has to count for 
something, doesn't it?" 


404 hummed, "Did you expect anything to change when you killed them? Nothing will 
change." 


"Not unless we don't do anything," Achilles snarled. "We have the power now. We can do 
whatever we want. We're in charge." 


Dream sighed, "Achilles -" 


"My name is Tommy!" 


The room went silent suddenly at the outburst, people staring at the trio for a second before 
looking away awkwardly as Achilles - Tommy - as the agent in front of him attempted to 
catch his breath. Dream had never seen him express so much emotion before, and it honestly 
scared him. He couldn't reconcile the image of a stoic, apathetic boy who grabbed his hand 
without remorse and sent him into hell with the young man in front of him. "My name is 
Tommy," he repeated softly. "And I've done the impossible. And I will do it again." 


"What are we going to do about the handlers, then?" 404 asked, ever the practical and logical 
voice. "What about the superiors? The instructors? I'm surprised they haven't already come 
storming in already." 


Dream bit his lip, "Eret did tell them not to disturb the meeting here... They won't know 
anything until we open those doors," he gestured to the entrance to the room which stayed 
untouched throughout the events of the day. 


"So, we need a game plan," Achi- Tommy muttered, bringing his hand up to bite at his 
thumbnail. Dream glared at the gesture, too human for what should be a perfect Spider. "Will 
you guys be willing to help out?" 


The two turned to each other. They both knew the dangers, both knew the risks that would 
come with trying to fully dismantle the Red Room. It had its web strung up almost 
everywhere, had strings connecting to governments, connecting to private organisations, 
connecting to the biggest players on the world stage. And it was obvious that as smart as the 
heroes and the traitorous agents were, they were not as experienced as Dream and 404, and 
not as experienced as the even older Spiders. They didn't know all that they were up against, 
they were in way over their head. 


They could leave them be. Continue to work for the Red Room, or what was left of it, or pick 
up jobs among any of the number of clients that Eret had held with an iron fist. 


It was a dangerous game. They lived in a dangerous world, filled with secrets, dripping with 
red and leaking dark, black. One wrong step and everything could come crumbling down. 


Dream had seen hope in Tommy's eyes. There should be no hope for a Wolf Spider. Hope 
didn't exist, it was an imaginary emotion reserved for the blissfully ignorant and naive. It had 
no place in a Wolf Spider's eyes. Tommy knew this. 


He would be lying to himself if he said he wasn't curious. 


"What's in it for us?" He asked in place of an answer. 


Tommy's eyes shifted. "Freedom." 


Dream scoffed. "There's no such thing as freedom." 


"Yes, there is," Tommy pressed, his eyes moving to stare at the group of Heroes talking 
amongst themselves. "It is, I achieved it." 


404's harsh stare seemed to burn even behind his glasses. "You've achieved nothing. The 
Room had its hold on you even when you thought you'd escaped. You may have killed the 
leader but the organisation will never die." 


"Wow," Tommy snorted. "You're so optimistic. You must be a real hoot at parties." Behind 
him, Dream watched as the hero Angel began to walk over to the group, his eyes warily 
watching Tommy speak. 


"I'm realistic, Achilles," 404's deliberate use of the name made even Dream flinch. "I want 
this to work just as much as you do, but the Red Room's clients won't let the organisation fall 


so easily. Someone will come along and build it back up, and then where will we be?" 


That's when Angel, who had taken his place beside Tommy spoke up. "You will have the full 
support of the Hero's Committee behind you." 


"Are you so sure about that?" 404 answered bluntly. "You haven't even told your esteemed 
leader. How will he react to this?" 


Angel scowled. “We’re not just going to leave a bunch of kids to fend for themselves, and 
we’re not going to let anyone hurt you anymore.” 


Dream felt a wave of anger rise in him, the words pushing him in a way he never thought 
would affect him. “I’m afraid it’s too late for that.” 


"Well, we're going to try," Tommy assured, stepping forward with defiance in his eyes. 
Dream could've sworn he had beaten the defiance out of him . "And you can either help us or 
not interfere." 


Dream turned towards 404. 


To anyone other than Dream, to anyone other than him who had known 404 longer than 
anyone else in the damned organisation, 404 seemed apathetic. Impassive. Cold. That was the 
front 404 put up. Dream may have worn the physical mask but no masquerade was greater 
than the one 404 put up. The man kept everything hidden, everything held so tightly to his 
chest that it had taken Dream almost five years of constant companionship to arrive at where 
he was today, to be as close with him as he was, to read him like an open book and 
understand with a single glance what he was thinking. 


It was even harder considering the harsh stance the Room had on such close relationships. 
Harder still for Dream to bypass his own hurt and hatred, his own life motto of no 
attachments, no attachments, weakness, weakness, weakness. But for 404 he would do 
anything. 


For George, he would do anything. 


Was he a hypocrite? 


Yes. In every sense of the word. 


But he had come to terms with that. 


404 stared back at him, eyes hidden carefully by white frames, but Dream could picture the 
brown hues even beyond the tinted glass. The other man tilted his head down slightly, a smile 
playing on the corners of his lips, and flicked his wrist to the right ever so subtly. 


In all the reading in between the lines, in all his minute twitches and smiles, 404 seemed to be 
saying, “ Isn t this what we wanted?” 


Dream wasn’t so sure anymore. 


He would be lying to himself if he said that he hadn’t one day dreamed of being free from the 
Room. Every agent, whether they admitted it or not, had dreamed that. But all of them knew 
it wasn’t possible. There was no way that dream could ever become a reality. Hope was 
futile. 


Dream rotated his wrist; “Js it what we need?” 


Stability. They need stability. 


Achilles - Tommy was threatening to upheave all they had built. 


404 only smirked at him. “What, are you afraid?” 


Dream smirked back, the action hidden underneath his mask but by the widening of 404’s, 
the man had caught it somehow. George always knew, somehow. 


He turned back to Angel and Tommy, his heart racing and beating out of his chest. Eret’s 
dead body lay behind him, still, unmoving, unthreatening. It was symbolic, a sign, 
motivation, a passion. 


“What do you need us to do?” 


“Ma’am,” an agent said hesitantly, their eyes shifting to the side. “We haven’t heard a word 
from Eret in almost an hour.” 


She straightened her back and stared at them. “Eret said she was not to be disturbed.” 


The agent shifted on their feet. “Yes, of course.” 


Silence rested over the room, the door leading to their leader remaining closed. The agent had 
a weird stirring feeling in their stomach, a horrible racing in their heart. Something was 
wrong. Something had gone wrong, they felt it so strongly. 


“Ma? am sé 


“Spider!” She snapped. “Do you have permission to speak?” 


They frowned. “No, ma’am.” 


“Then don’t.” 


Still, the feeling lingered, settling on the back of their head as they stood guard in front of the 
door. Logically, they knew nothing would have happened. Of course, nothing had happened. 

They were just being paranoid. Perhaps something was wrong with their system. They would 
have to check in with a medic. Their powers, which they could usually rely on, seemed to be 

at least partially responsible for this feeling. The sense that someone’s actions had drastically 
changed the future. Someone’s actions were unpredictable. 


They closed their eyes and tried to focus on that feeling, attempting to pull the visual into 
their brain. This was always the hardest skill when it came to their powers. Sure, they were 
able to sense actions happening around them, but seeing them took energy, it took time; time 
they usually didn’t have in combat. 


The sinking feeling continued and only grew stronger. In their mind, they could picture a 
group of people, some on the floor in ropes, the others standing around and talking. One 
person lay on the ground, dead. There was a bullet hole in their head. There was a bullet hole 
in their head and they were on the ground dead and it was Eret, Eret was on the ground dead 
and the group of people were marching towards the door and a blonde boy was leading them 
and they opened the door- 


"Wait!" They screamed, opening their eyes and turning around. 


The door swung open and Achilles pointed a gun toward their head. 


"Aimsey," he said. "Eret is dead, the Red Room has fallen." 


Their superior sputtered helplessly, her eyes wide and terrified. "Spider," she barked. "Kill 
him." 


Achilles smirked. "Aismey, the Red Room has fallen." 


"The Red Room will never fall!" Her yells grew more and more desperate. She turned to 
Aimsey. "Kill him! Now!" When Aimsey did not move, she marched across the room to 
stand behind them. "What are you doing, obey!" Aimsey did not move. 


For once, Aimsey couldn't see the possibilities of others' decisions in front of them. They 
could only see their own decisions. 


Two decisions. 


Two options. 


Two choices. 


Two outcomes. 


Dead. 


Alive. 


Achilles' smirk widened. "The Red Room has fallen." 


Aimsey took out their gun and pointed it in front of them. "The Red Room has fallen?" They 
asked, but there was no need to. 


He nodded. 


They smirked and moved their gun to the right. A single shot. They didn't even need to look. 
They've never needed to look. 


Their superior's actions disappeared from their head. Her body fell to the floor. 


Aimsey smiled. "The Red Room has fallen." 


Chapter End Notes 


HELLO EVERYONE! I'M BACK! 


I'm actually so proud of this chapter, especially the last scene with Aimsey. I hope you 
all enjoy it! 


Go follow my Twitter to see more snippets, previews, and be the first to know when I 
update. We just hit 300 followers! 


I hope you all are doing well! Love you! 


Tommy Finally Has That Breakdown 


Chapter Notes 


Warnings for this chapter: 
- Typical violence 

- Blood 

- Nightmare scenes 

- Panic attacks 

- Mentioned child abuse 


Special thanks to Maple . You can also find her on Twitter 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The Red Room had rules; unwritten rules, unspoken rules. Rules they learnt when they could 
barely even understand what a rule was. Among the many unwritten rules within the Room 
that had been etched into their muscle memory along with the knowledge of how to kill 
someone six different ways with a piece of paper, there was one in particular that only the 
agents themselves knew about. It wasn't given to them by their superiors; instead, it was 
passed around in whispers before the agents went on their first assignments at seven years 
old: 


Don't interfere with missions. 


Missions came above everything else; if you failed, you might as well not come back at all. 
Every Spider knew this. The mission came before their own lives. The mission was always 
more important. Always. 


If Spiders ever saw one another on missions, the golden rule was always obeyed. Don't 
interfere with the mission. Keep well out of each other's way. Pretend the other doesn't exist. 
Don't engage at all under any circumstances if you valued your life. Spiders weren't meant to 
kill each other, but if it was between them or the mission, it was always the mission. No 
matter what. 


Missions were how you climbed the invisible hierarchy of the Room. Missions were how you 
survived. The Red Room gave you everything, the least you could do to repay their kindness 


was to succeed in your missions, complete your orders, and bring respect and authority to the 
organisation. 


Don't interfere with missions. 


Every Spider knew this rule well. 


Which was why he was concerned about the agent hidden in his blind spot. 


The man in front of him continued speaking at him, waffling on and spitting out useless facts 
about the car beside them, which he was only half paying attention to, with one ear listening 
to the endless droning and another ear catching the minute movements of the agent 
somewhere in the distance. He knew it was a Spider, too, because only someone as skilled as 
he was could sneak up on him so efficiently. He also knew that the Spider wanted to be 
found, otherwise, he never would've noticed the gaze upon his back. From what he could tell, 
they were in the window of the apartment upstairs, the one facing the street where the man 
had parked his car, of which he was still rambling on about. He began to fidget slightly, 
unnerved by the eyes he could feel staring intently into the back of his head. The urge to turn 
around and shoot two bullets into the agent's head was strong, but he had long since learned 
to control such bursts of rage. 


Meanwhile, the man continued. 


"A real beauty," he sighed, staring lovingly at the bonnet of the car as if it were a long-lost 
lover. "Don't make 'em anymore, one of about five hundred made. Ain't that special." 


He nodded along, resisting the urge to either yawn, roll his eyes or slit the man's throat. 
Patience. "Truly is remarkable." Silently, he counted down the seconds until he could 
actually kill the guy and complete his mission. 


The man turned to him. "Thank you. You know, no one appreciates these anymore. they're all 
too interested in those Teslas, stupid cars. No, you want a real man's car." He stared, eyes 
narrowing. "Grayson, was it?" 


"Yes," he replied, smiling reassuringly. Swallowing back an acidic retort, he hummed and 
then took a step back. "Could I possibly use your bathroom?" 


Stumped out of his rant, the man nodded, pointing to the building behind them where the 
other Spider hid. "There's a public one in the apartment block a fair while in, the last door on 
the right." 


"Thank you," he said and swiftly turned away from the street. 


He would admit that he was concerned, yes. While the Red Room had quickly and efficiently 
stamped out any fear response he might've once had, they had also beaten into him the 
importance of not being cocky. Rely on your abilities and have confidence in them, yes, but 
never assume you are better than anyone else. Don't underestimate anybody, as Spiders are 
masters of deception. Vigilance was key. 


So, while he certainly wasn't afraid, he was cautious. Curious. Who would dare defy the 
golden rule and interfere in a mission? Who would be wishing for death that much? (Or, what 
was so urgent that someone needed to interfere? Had something gone wrong?) 


Instead of following the man's directions, he turned into a stairwell that led up to the next 
floor. Knowing the apartment he was seeking faced the street below, he turned right and 
towards the furthest apartment. It looked unassuming enough, with a welcome mat at the 
front door that looked well-worn and homely and a fresh lick of paint over the wood, but he 
knew the truth behind that door. It was a safe house. 


Every Spider knew of the universal ones across the globe, ones established by the Red Room 
in an effort to spin their web in every city in the world, but each agent had their own houses 
that only they (or a trusted associate) knew about. It was for their own safety, yes, and also 
there was a comfort in knowing you had a place that was almost entirely your own. 


Spiders weren't paid but they had enough notoriety and respect from others in the business 
that often these safe houses came free of charge. The perks of being a murderer from the age 
of six. 


He heard shuffling from inside the apartment and sighed. With a quick twist of the handle, he 
found the door to be unlocked. Someone definitely wanted to be found. Why? He wasn't 
quite sure yet. 


What Spider wanted to be found? 


They were taught to hide in plain sight, blend in with the crowd, and use the shadows to their 
advantage. Being caught was akin to dying, failure resulted in a fate worse than death. 


Pushing aside the twisting feeling in his gut and the door in one fell swoop, he listened as the 
door creaked slightly upon opening. The apartment was silent, otherwise, and appeared 
empty and desolate. 


Unlike the front door, the space did not look lived-in and homely. It opened to a large room, 
the living room, and there was the kitchen further in hidden behind a wall that stretched half 
of the width of the room. There was barely any furniture; he could see a large wooden table 
in the middle of the room but no couch or TV or any other features one might find in a home. 
It was dusty, an obvious sign that it had been left alone for a while, but there were tracks of 
footprints on the carpet and a scattering of dust around the apartment as if it had been 
recently stirred up by activity. Otherwise, there was no indication anyone had been in here. 


No one would've known there was someone in here unless they themselves were an agent of 
the Red Room, exactly as this agent he was hunting had planned for. 


He walked in, not bothering to hide his footsteps or keep silent in any way as the agent was 
already aware they had been found. 


As he journeyed further into the apartment he reached down for the gun hidden by his jacket. 
His hands did not shake as he raised them to his eyesight, not that he would even need to see 
his target to always achieve a perfect shot. 


Moreso than any other agent, his aim was naturally the best. 


Any weapon in his hand would always find its target. Always. 


"I know you're out there," he called out, hearing his own voice echo throughout the mostly 
empty apartment. 


There was movement in the kitchen. 


He stalked forward slightly, keeping his hands steady as he neared the wall leading to the 
kitchen. Another voice huffed softly. "I know you know I'm out here." 


Oh. 


Interesting. 


So, that's who he's dealing with. 


"Why are you still hiding?" He asked. There was more shuffling from the kitchen as the other 
agent moved, just as slowly as he was moving. 


"I'm not entirely sure I can trust you," was the answer. The voice was even closer now, just on 
the other side of the wall. 


He breathed out, almost laughing as the adrenaline pumped through his body. "Funny. I was 
going to say the same thing. 


Another tense moment followed. He faced the wall, gun pointing to where he could hear the 
shuffling and movement continue on the other side. "Are we gonna talk like grownups?" The 
other agent asked, amusement clear in his voice. 


He let a smile bleed onto his face as he stepped to the side, perfectly in time with the other 
agent. They came face to face. 


There was a gun pointed at his head. His smile widened into a smirk. "Is that what we are?" 


Achilles smirked back at him. "Nice to see you, Purpled." 


"Can't say I agree." Purpled's smirk turned deadly. "You interupted my mission." 


The younger Spider cocked his head to the side. "My sincerest apologies." The sarcasm was 
too obvious. 


Purpled frowned and stepped forward, watching in satisfaction as Achilles began to walk 
backwards, his eyes trained on the gun he held in his hand. It would be useless for him to try 
to dodge the bullet anyway; Purpled's shots never missed. They always found their target. 


Achilles eyes the gun with a cautious gaze. "Put it down before I make you." 


"You put yours down," Purpled snapped back, continuing to push Achilles back into the 
kitchen. The younger Spider tripped on the small step in the join of the floors. "Watch your 
step." 


The other agent hummed in fake amusement, eyes crinkling into a glare. 


They stopped in the middle of the kitchen, just silently watching each other and any 
movement made. Purpled tried to hide the satisfaction rising in him that Achilles' hands 
shook just a bit. The air, cold and heavy, was the only noticeable sound in the room other 
than the deep breaths the both of them took, and it brushed lightly against his cheek as he 
waited for any indication that Achilles would strike. 


He stared into Achilles' eyes. Were they... were they different? 


His eyes, which Purpled remembered being a dulled grey, were now a brilliant shade of blue, 
shining in the light of the sun streaming in through the window. 


The more Purpled looked, the more differences he could see in the boy. 


There was more colour to his cheeks, less tension in his face and body, and lines around his 
mouth that could be smile lines but Purpled almost scoffed at the idea. No one from the 
Room ever genuinely smiled. 


He breathed in slowly as the tension continued to grow, the two of them staring, waiting for 
the right moment. Then- 


Achilles reached forward to snatch the gun out of Purpled's hands, but he had seen this 
coming and mimicked the actions. In a single second, the two of them had swapped guns. 
Purpled's ability quickly became familiar with the new weapon but Achilles had no such 
power; he watched as the other agent twitched his hands slightly in order to adjust the grip to 
his hand. 


Smirking, Purpled walked forward, forcing Achilles once again to move backwards. "A bit 
slow, mmm?" 


"TII show you slow," Achilles grumbled. 


Instead of using the gun, Achilles shifted his weight onto one leg, swinging the other in a 
high arch and knocking the gun clean out of Purpled's hands. He yelped, stumbling a few 
steps back at the impact while the gun flew across the room, shaking the bruised hand as he 
glared at Achilles. 


"What the hell-?" He began. 


"I know you're a better shot." Achilles smirked and continued his assault. 


The roles were momentarily reversed as Achilles began pushing Purpled back into the living 
room, tucking his gun away so he was able to use his hands freely. Achilles swung his fist in 
an arch, intending to hit Purpled around the side of the head. He dodged and landed his own 
hit on Achilles’ stomach. 


He barely reacted, instead reaching up to grab a hold of Purpled's head and pushing it 
forward to hit it against Achilles’ raised knee. 


Purpled blinked back the stars and grabbed around Achilles' torso, using the momentum to 
sling him over his shoulder and slam him to the ground. 


Breathing through the throbbing at the back of his head, Achilles turned onto his back and 
swung his legs across the floor to topple Purpled forwards, sending the agent face first to the 
ground. 


He groaned out in pain as Achilles heard a loud crack, presumably Purpled's nose. "Shit!" He 
moaned, the sound coming out muffled. 


Achilles used the distraction to grab Purpled and turn him over, pinning him to the ground. "I 
need to talk to you," he huffed, still winded from his fall. 


"You interrupted my mission," Purpled bit back, pushing against Achilles to stand up. "That's 
the number one rule." 


Achilles laughed as he also stood up. "I thought the number one rule was to not die." 


Purpled pushed against him, knocking over the table and chairs as Achilles started to thrash 
in the hold, kicking his feet out in an attempt to trip Purpled again. The table shattered under 


the weight and sent Achilles down to the ground. 


Before he could attempt to stand up, Purpled placed his foot against his neck. “Stay out of my 
way,” he growled. 


“I need to tell you something,” Achilles replied, voice strained from the pressure on his 
throat. His hands came up to the boot, attempting to push it away. 


Purpled reached down and pulled him up, holding him by the shoulder as he repeatedly 
punched him in the stomach, anger driving his hits. 


Achilles doubled over and Purpled seized the moment to shove him harshly up against the 
kitchen counter, pining his shoulders down. Looking around, his eyes landed on a knife 
hanging against a metal board. Achilles followed his eyes and locked onto the knife as well. 


They both reached for it at the same time, Purpled having to take his hand off of Achilles' 
shoulder which gave Achilles the opportunity to move his right arm freely. The two struggled 
before Purpled kneed Achilles hard in the stomach, allowing him to grab the knife first. 


Recovering quickly, Achilles rolled out of the way and into the open kitchen space. Purpled 
turned around with the knife, flipping it in hand expertly as his eyes roamed around potential 
targets on Achilles' body. 


It wasn't a throwing knife, sure, but Purpled's ability could make even the biggest butcher 
knife work as smoothly as any throwing knife. The two took a moment to breathe, Achilles 
staring at the knife with a calculating eye. 


Then, Purpled aimed. 


Achilles had only a second to dodge the knife, which had been perfectly aimed toward his 
heart. It lodged itself in the wall behind him. 


He turned back to Purpled. “Are you trying to kill me?” He asked, tense. 


Purpled shrugged. “I honestly couldn’t care.” 


Achilles narrowed his eyes and huffed. “No mercy, huh?” A dark glint glazed over the bright 
blue, turning them pale and almost grey, similar to the look he had seen on Achilles 
previously. He then remembered why the other agent was such a feared Wolf Spider in the 
first place. 


“Wait-“ Purpled took a step back as Achilles lunged forward, bringing Purpled around into a 
chokehold. “No, please, please,” he begged as Achilles secured his grip on him. “I don’t want 
to go back there.” 


“No mercy,” Achilles repeated with a hint of a challenge in his voice as he tightened his hold 
on Purpled's neck. A spot on his skin turned cold at the touch of Achilles’ fingers, spreading 
through to the veins and around his body as his blood sped up. 


Purpled gasped as the beginnings of a nightmare started to cloud his mind. “Please, please, 
please, stop, stop, please, I can’t take it, I can’t take it.” Flashes of blood, screams and 
darkness filled his view as the visions began to take hold. "Stop, stop, please!" A slap, a stab, 
blood pouring out of a wound and he couldn't stop it, couldn't stop the bleeding, his hands 
wouldn't work, they couldn't grip the weapon, the weapon felt heavy in his hands, he couldn't 
aim, couldn't think, couldn't move, stop, stop, stop, "stop, stop, please, please, STOP!" 


Achilles let him go, pushing him away and onto the floor as he caught his breath. “Begging 
for mercy?” He asked, scowling. “That’s not very Wolf Spider of you.” 


As he sat on the floor his vision returned to him, the adrenaline pumping through his body 
easing as he felt the cold, hard ground beneath his hands. I'm here. I'm safe. I'm not there, I'm 
not there. Taking in deep, careful breaths, Purpled glared up at him. “Showing mercy? I could 
say the same.” 


Achilles stared down with pity and perhaps a little guilt. Purpled looked away at the gaze, 
shame colouring his cheeks at how quickly he had broken, how quickly he had begged. 
Achilles was right, Wolf Spiders never begged, especially not for mercy. 


Kneeling down slightly, Achilles reached a hand down. "It's always nice to spar with you, 
Purpled." 


Purpled rolled his eyes but accepted the hand. "Likewise, Achilles." 


The agent winced at that. "Tommy." 


"What-?" 


"My name." He coughed. "My name is Tommy." 


Purpled blinked. "What happened?" 


Achil- Tommy sighed. "Have you received any word from the Room?" 


"No," he answered, crossing his arms as he thought back to the three days worth of silence 
from his handlers. It wasn't too long to worry about, but it was definitely unusual, especially 
considering the tight iron fist the Room usually kept on their Spiders. "I figure you have 
something to do with that?" 


Tommy smirked. "Perhaps." He stalked over to the table before remembering its broken state 
and instead moved towards the kitchen counter. Jumping up, he sat next to the stovetop, 
swinging his legs back and forth as he rested his weight on his hands. For a moment, he 
looked like a normal, 16-year-old teenager rather than a child assassin with how relaxed his 
posture was. Purpled knew he could never achieve that. "The Red Room has fallen." 


For the first time in his life, Purpled's brain completely short-circuited. "What?" 


"The Red Room has fallen," Tommy repeated with a sadistic smile. "I killed Eret." 


Purpled frowned. "And you think that's it?" 


Tommy's smile dropped. "What do you mean?" 


Rolling his eyes, Purpled turned around to search for the gun that Tommy had kicked out of 
his hands. "What, you think killing one leader will topple the whole empire? Did you learn 
nothing in your history lessons?" 


"I was more focusing on staying alive," Tommy grumbled and Purpled could hear him 
shifting on the counter. "And, well. I know it won't stop everything, but it's a start right?" 


"Sure, until our clients start knocking on our door wondering why they don't have access to 
Spiders anymore," Purpled huffed as he kneeled down at the back counter, reaching under to 
grab his gun from the ground. "The world has relied too heavily on the Red Room for too 
long." 


Tommy growled, hitting his hands on the wooden bench. "Well, I say it's enough! There's a 
lot of us, we've got over three-quarters of the graduated agents on our side, the others are 
being taken care of, plus the support of the Hero's Committee-" 


"Which only has jurisdiction in America." Purpled turned back around to face Tommy, giving 
him a deadpanned look. "And the Red Room operated mostly within Europe." 


"Why aren't you happy?" Tommy yelled. "We're free, Purpled. We're finally free!" 


Purpled shook his head, exhaustion flooding his body from the fight and now the heated 
discussion. "I'm being realistic here." 


"Dream is already going off about this..." 


"Dream is right-" 


"... and now you too, I thought people would be at least a little hopeful about the future-" 


"We're child soldiers, Achilles!" Purpled yelled, anger finally entering his speech. Tommy 
flinched at the use of his old name but Purpled only continued. "I don't know where you got 
this idea of hope or freedom from, I've never known it! I've only known fear and hate and 
desperation and survival. I only know murder and hurt and blood and so, so much red." His 
body shook as he panted but he kept his gaze straight on Tommy. "I was always sent in for 
kill missions. Nothing else. No thefts, no cover-ups, no stealth missions, no intelligence 
missions. Only murder." 


Tommy scoffed. "Acting as if we don't all have red in our ledger." 


"I'm saying," Purpled spat out. "That I'm not going to trust this false hope. I will wait for the 
other shoe to drop because it will at some point and I don't want to be fooled when it does. 
You may have deluded yourself into some idealistic fantasy where everything goes right but 
I'm not willing to sacrifice my life for such fraud. That's not how the Red Room works." 


Tommy stayed quiet for a while, staring back at Purpled as he stored his gun back into his 
holster, straightening his spine and standing at attention. Looking at the other agent, he 
envied the way he was able to so casually sit upon the counter, to be able to look almost 
comfortable. Not for the first time, Purpled wondered what had happened to change Achilles 
so drastically from the paranoid, cold child assassin to a teenage boy with so much warmth in 
his eyes. 


It scared him. 


After a few tense moments, Tommy spoke again. "Will you help, at least?" 


Purpled tensed. "Help with what?" 


For the first time that day, Purpled watched as Tommy's eyes turned back into the eyes of the 
Achilles he knew from back in the Room. The Achilles who would stand in front of him 
before a match with no mercy, no pity, no compassion hidden within the grey irises as he 
knew he would be subjected to his worst nightmares. The Achilles who always came back 
successful from a mission with a sense of smugness and sadism. 


A cruel smirk broke upon the Wolf Spider's lips. "Taking down every last person with any 
connection to the Red Room." 


31 December 


They were all sitting in the Minecraft's living room, Christmas Tree still on display and 
decorations in various stages of being removed. The evening was cool but not uncomfortably 
so, especially with the fire roaring in the corner. 


It was an odd group of them. 


Phil, Techno and Wilbur were milling around the kitchen; Phil cooking dinner for all of them 
while Techno and Wilbur discussed the recent events concerning the Hero's Committee. That 
was the main reason Puffy wasn't with them at the moment, she was at the headquarters 
dealing with Schlatt, who hadn't exactly been too happy at the idea of assuming responsibility 
for dismantling the slowly diminishing Russian secret intelligence world. Tommy would feel 
bad for him, but he had been subjected to the harsh realities of the hidden cruelties of the Red 
Room his whole life, so he figured someone else could take the weight of it for once. 


Ranboo and Tubbo were on the couch on either side of him, tucked underneath his arms. He 
tried not to think about the psychology of his actions, tried not to think about the flame of 
protectiveness that he knew would burn him eventually, but in truth? He didn't care. 


Tubbo had almost died . Tubbo would have died. 


He was never letting him out of his sight again. 


Tubbo was curled up into his side, a laptop balanced precariously on his knees as he went 
through decrypting the files of the Red Room, forwarding any relevant documents to Phil's 
email or otherwise encrypting information into the Hero's Committee's database to read over 
for future use. Tommy knew whenever the older boy stumbled across information either 
about him or Ranboo, could feel him tense up and take a hesitant breath before sending the 
information to Phil to look over, wiping his hands of it. He didn't blame him; it was heavy 
stuff and certainly not what you want to read about your best friends. 


Huh. 


Best friends? 


Tommy turned his head to look at Tubbo's mop of brown hair, watching as his hands flew 
across the keyboard. He listened to the slight murmur coming from the boy as he skimmed 
over pages of code and his sounds of triumph whenever he was successful. 


He thought back to that moment in the Room. The split second, almost subconscious decision 
to put himself between the bullet and Tubbo. He thought about the nights beforehand, the 
growing friendship which he had desperately been trying to push away but had now accepted 
as an inevitable part of knowing Tubbo. 


Yeah. 


Best friends . 


Ranboo on his other side was almost asleep. 


After the past few days, Ranboo's memories had been coming back to him. The boy had been 
suffering near constant headaches since his reintroduction to the Red Room awakened them, 
and he had spent most of his time sleeping, trying desperately to recover. They had all hoped 
that the memories would come back to him while he was sleeping so that he wasn't 
debilitated during the day, but they had no such luck. 


Many times Ranboo would be in the middle of a conversation when he would just... seize up. 
And then he would fold in half, gripping at his head as memories flooded before his eyes. 


Yet another wonderful piece of trauma that had followed Ranboo well after his time in the 
Room. 


Funnily enough, Tommy's memories of Ranboo had also been coming back. 


After Fundy had explained his theory of the Red Room erasing entire people from their lives, 
Tommy had been discovering more memories of agents and recruits who, he assumed, had 
defected and actually escaped, and so as to deter any of them from following the Red Room 
had just completely taken those memories away from them. 


So now, after over five years of it all being locked away, Tommy was remembering Ranboo. 


Or, rather, Number 98, as he was called back then. 


Ranboo had escaped before graduation. 


Tommy's heart skipped a beat at that. 


It wasn't rare for there to be more than one graduate each year; Fundy's own year had seen 
two Wolf Spiders graduate, even though, eventually, Fundy was still the only survivor. 


The problem was; Tommy wasn't sure what would have happened. 


He knew he could lose himself in the what-ifs and what would've happeneds of his childhood, 
already he looked at his past and wondered what actions he had made, what little moments of 
pure luck had led to him being the final Wolf Spider for his grade. 


A moment came to mind, the first time his powers had ever manifested. 


It was him or Number 19. 


Him or the other boy. 


What would've happened if his powers had not developed at that time? 


Well... he knew. 


He wouldn't be here. 


Tommy looked over to Ranboo, whose head was resting on his shoulder, eyes flickering, 
trying to keep awake but failing under the warmth settling upon the room. 


He wanted to hate him. 


He really, really wanted to hate him. 


But how could he hate him for something he had so desperately wanted as well? How could 
he hate him for leaving, escaping, living ? 


Each of them will always hold a piece of the Room with them. 


Niki and Fundy were sitting across from them on the couch on the other side of the room, 
looking slightly out of place among the family but still comfortable as they chatted amongst 
themselves. Tommy felt warm at the sight of Fundy, carefree under the protective gaze of 
Niki. 


"How did it go with the other agents?" 


It was Phil who had asked the question. 


Tommy, Niki and Fundy all lifted their heads. 


The three of them had taken it upon themselves, along with some other willing agents, to go 
out into the field to let those agents working missions know about the current situation. That's 
what had led Tommy to Paris, to meet with Purpled. 


He hadn't heard from the other agent since. 


That was to be expected. Tommy knew Purpled, knew how reserved the agent was. 
Hopefully, he had abandoned his mission and was hiding out in a safe house until the mess 
had been cleaned up; either that or he would eventually contact Tommy at some point. 


Purpled was right. Dream was right. 404 was right. 


It was going to be a long process to fully dismantle the Red Room. Some agents preferred to 
stay low until it was completely finished. 


Tommy sighed. "It went well? I met with a Wolf Spider one year my senior. He's... not 
exactly willing to come and help immediately but I hope he will consider it at least." 


Niki nodded. "A lot of them are grateful the Red Room is at least debilitated but they're not 
exactly hopeful of the situation, which I can understand," she added. Tommy watched as she 
fidgeted slightly in her spot. "The Red Room has been around for over a hundred years, it's 
not going down that easily." 


"I fear we have had too much blind optimism," Tommy admitted. "I guess- I guess I got too 
drunk on the freedom." 


"Hey," Phil said, smiling. "It's not your job to worry about this. I promise the Hero's 
Committee will take care of it." 


Tommy shook his head. "I can't wipe myself clean of this so easily." 


"But you don't have to go it alone," Wilbur insisted. "Tommy, we just got you back. We will 
do everything in our power to keep you here." 


He felt something warm rise up in his chest at that. 


It had been such a crazy few days that Tommy had honestly forgotten the whole big 
revelation of Phil being his... father. And also the whole adopted brothers thing. Honestly, it 
still didn't feel real. 


Perhaps because Tommy had lived his whole life never longing for that part of himself. He 
had learned quickly to squash the homesickness, to stop the yearning in his stomach for a 
family, because it would only bring him pain and death. 


Even now... He didn't really know what to do about Phil or Wilbur and Techno for that 
matter. 


All of this was too new for him. He never had a family. He was taught to not want a family. 
And now... here they were. 


Niki cleared her throat. Tommy turned to her as she smiled, soft. Not in a way a Black 
Widow was taught; demure and sensual, deceitful. No, this smile was genuine, full of the 
lightest patter of rain on a mostly sunny day. “Do you have anything planned for tomorrow?” 


Fundy snorted while Tommy openly scoffed. Niki looked offended. “What? We finally have 
the freedom to actually make it official this year!” 


Ranboo, who had been woken up by the sudden conversation, blinked blearily at them. “... 
what?” 


Wincing slightly, Tommy looked down at him. “Do you remember anything about birthdays 
in the Room?” He asked. His voice was quiet and gentle, knowing Ranboo was prone to 
attacks at any prompting of his memories. The other occupants of the room still hear him, 
however, and those who aren’t aware lean forward in curiosity. 


The memory seemed to have already appeared to Ranboo before, as he merely nodded and 
replied with a sad sort of face. “We don’t have birthdays.” 


Noises of protest sounded off around the room, mainly from Phil and Wilbur who were 
looking at the agents with a sort of pity. 


Tommy hated pity. 


Quick to ease the tension building in the room, Fundy piped up. “That’s technically not true. 
Us agents and recruits kind of made a unanimous decision to have our birthday be the first of 
January. You know, New Years!” He laughed but the sound was fake, even the untrained in 
the room could hear it. “New year, new us, you get me?” The joke fell flat. 


Phil looked on with a sort of horror. “You-“ he started, clearing his throat. “You never even 
got birthdays?” 


“They weren’t exactly going to give us presents, were they?” Tommy scoffed, running his 
hand through Tubbo’s hair in an effort to soothe himself. “Weren’t exactly the caring and 
nurturing type.” 


Phil gained a look on his face that Tommy had dubbed ‘ Missing Child Syndrome’ face; he 
had seen it often in the last few days. Whenever Tommy mentioned something about his 
childhood, Phil grew this constipated expression that meant he was thinking about how 
differently Tommy’s life would’ ve turned out if he hadn’t been kidnapped all those years 
ago. 


And, look. Tommy was also sad about that, okay? He probably had more right than anyone to 
feel terrible about his robbed childhood, but he was still getting used to the idea of care and 
affection and Phil had been... let’s say... overprotective since the fight in the Red Room. 


Tommy didn’t know how to tell him to back off. 


“But yeah!” Tommy exclaimed, a fake enthusiasm behind the words. “I’m officially 
seventeen tomorrow! One year older and all that nonsense. At least the Red Room left me a 
year of my childhood for me to enjoy.” 


Wilbur, Phil and Techno shared a look before all of them gained those sad, kicked puppy dog 
eyes. Tommy blinked. ““What-?” 


“Mate,” Phil started, sighing softly. “We know your real birthday.” 


“Uh-“ Tommy said, eloquently. 


Wilbur looked down at his hands where they rested on the counter. “Your birthday is the 
ninth of April.” 


“Oh, so does that mean I’m seventeen in April-“ 


“Tommy,” Techno interrupted, always wanting to cut to the chase. “You’re eighteen in 
April.” 


Tommy stopped. 


“What?” He breathed out. “I’m- no, I thought I was- I was three. We were all three-“ 


“Unless they just didn’t care,” Niki whispered, eyes wide. “They took anyone who looked 
three and told them that was their age-“ 


Fundy let out a choking sound, staring at Niki in horror. “How old-“ he stumbled on his 
words. “How old am I? I thought, I thought I was going to be fourteen tomorrow, am I not? 
Am I not fourteen?” Niki turned to him, a shell-shocked expression on her own face as she 
wrapped an arm around his shoulders, pressing his face into her side. “How old are we? Why 
did they take everything, why did they have to take everything!” 


There was a feeling like fire in Tommy’s skin as Techno’s words echoed around his head. 
Eighteen? He’ll be eighteen in four months? Four short months. 


“They took it all.” 


The room stopped. 


Tommy hadn’t realised he’d said that out loud. 


Tubbo looked up at him, confused. “Took what?” 


He swallowed sharply and turned to look down at Tubbo. Unwillingly, tears started to gather 
on his lashes. You ’re a Wolf Spider, a part of his mind hissed. You do not cry. 


Let me mourn! another part shouted back. 


Tommy exhaled shakily. “My childhood. They took all of my childhood. I thought I had 
another year-“ 


He was cut off abruptly as Tubbo shoved his laptop into the couch crease and wrapped strong 
arms around his torso, hugging him tightly as silent sobs started to wrack Tommy’s body. 
Why was he crying? He thought he couldn’t cry anymore. He shouldn’t cry anymore, he 
wouldn’t, he was a Wolf Spider, he was an agent of the Red Room, he was an emotionless 
weapon- 


There was a hand on his shoulder. Phil had walked over to place it there. He smiled sadly at 
Tommy. “Let it out, mate.” 


And the dam broke. 


Tommy couldn’t really remember the last time he had truly cried. He supposed there was 
some repressed memory in the back of his mind that held that information, but he had long 
since learned by the age of five that crying only brought punishment. Over the years he had 
let out perhaps a stray tear or two, but crying was weakness. Weakness was not tolerated. 


He had forgotten how to cry, he’d thought. He thought his body had just forgotten the 
information that made tears flow so heavily down his cheeks. 


He thought wrong. 


Never had he known that one could almost become sick from crying. But as he sat there, 
curled up on the couch in Tubbo’s arms, the sobs tore through his chest and mouth and left an 
ugly, churning feeling in his stomach. 


He almost felt like he couldn’t breathe as harsh sounds ripped from his throat, a steady 
rhythm dictating the cries in an almost percussive symphony. 


A lightness carried itself to his head and he leaned back as the dizziness overtook him. 
Ranboo was there to catch him, cradling his head as the light burned through his closed eyes 
(when had he closed them?). 


Phil’s hand on his shoulder rubbed soothingly. “It’s okay,” he whispered, leaning over the 
back of the couch to bump his head against the head of blond curls. “It’s okay, let it out, 
you’ve been so strong for so long, you don’t have to hold it in anymore, give it to us.” 


"It hurts," Tommy cried, bringing a hand to pull at the front of his sweater. "It hurts so much, 
make it stop, make it stop, it's too much." 


"I'm so sorry," Phil breathed, pressing a kiss to his forehead. 


Tommy continued to sob. "Why does this hurt so much?" 


Niki looked on in understanding. "You haven't let yourself feel," she said, bringing Fundy 
closer as the younger boy started to cry as well. "We were never allowed to feel, it's all 
coming back at once." 


If this is what it was like to be human, Tommy wasn't sure he wanted it. 


Eventually, the entire group huddled together, barely fitting onto the usually large enough 
couch. There wasn't a single dry eye in the entire room, but Tommy's sobs were by far the 
loudest. 


Wilbur parked himself on the floor beside the couch, taking a hold of Tommy's hand and 
squeezing occasionally. The motion grounded Tommy, kept him from sleeping away, from 
completely losing himself to the grief and sorrow, fifteen years of it that spilled out all at 
once. 


Techno, not one to freely show affection, still joined in as much as he could. Tommy could 
feel his presence behind him, could feel the strength and protection he provided. 


Niki and Fundy stayed on the other couch, but their company alone helped Tommy as well. 
They were a reminder that they had actually done it; they had set into motion the freedom of 
all the agents. A miracle, a dream, a naive wish that had long since died by the time Tommy 
had graduated. Despite their heartache now, they were physical proof that they had 
succeeded. The Red Room hadn't destroyed them, hadn't broken them. 


But, it had still taken so much. 


When Tommy had first escaped the Red Room, he still hadn't truly allowed himself to be 
free. They could've come back to get him at any point. Those five months he had lived in a 
state of near-constant paranoia and anxiety, waiting for the gun around the corner, waiting for 
the knife in his back, waiting to hear the familiar sound of boots creeping up on him. The one 
thing that had got him through that time was the thought that at least they hadn't taken all of 
his childhood. 


To his knowledge, he was sixteen. Sure, he knew his real birthday was completely different to 
their own self-proclaimed birthday, but he hadn't thought that they would have robbed him of 
an entire year. 


To his knowledge, he still had a year to make up for the fifteen years of abuse and torture that 
ravaged his childhood. He still had time. 


The Red Room had already taken so much. He guessed they just had to have one final laugh 
at him, one final stab of agony and betrayal. 


His cries only grew louder. 


He wasn't sure how long the family sat there, surviving through the pain as their attempts to 
calm Tommy down slowly started to have an effect on the boy. His sobs began to quiet 
slightly and the shaking in his body began decreasing. Although, whether that was because he 
was calming down or stopping out of exhaustion, he wasn't quite sure. He was still new to 
this whole emotion thing. 


When he found that he could finally breathe easily, the sun had long since gone down and the 
fire had long since died out. It wasn't cold though, at least not for him. He was surrounded by 
his family. 


Tommy looked up. 


Niki smiled at him from over the coffee table, tilting her head to the boy still pressed up 
against her side. Fundy had fallen asleep at some point, no doubt out of exhaustion, curled up 
at Niki's side with tear streaks dried and shining slightly upon his cheeks. He looked so 


young. 


He couldn't help the pang of jealousy that wormed its way into his heart at the thought that at 
least Fundy would be able to spend his teenage years outside of the Room. 


That wasn’t fair, though, and he knew that. The pang of jealousy slowly faded to guilt as he 
saw how, despite how peaceful and young Fundy looked, there was still the telltale sign of 
tension in his shoulders and around his eyes; Spiders were alert in every state of 
consciousness. 


The marks left by the Red Room were obvious when you knew where to look. 


Tommy moved slightly in order to regain feeling back in his limbs. As much as he was 
grateful for the comfort, he could only take so much of his legs and arms being squashed. 


It seemed that Tubbo, as well, had been falling asleep from where he was still holding tight to 
Tommy. He stirred as Tommy began to shift. "I'm sorry," Tommy whispered, his voice hoarse 
and croaky. 


Tubbo frowned, blinking tiredly up at him and holding back a yawn. "You better not be 
apologising to me right now. I will apologising you right back," he mumbled, his thoughts 
and words jumbled from the effect of sleep. "I'll do it. That's a threat." With what looked like 
much effort, he laid his head back down on Tommy’s stomach. 


Tommy breathed out a half laugh, his body too tired to commit to anything more. "Okay," he 
mumbled back. He then turned to look up at Phil, who hadn't moved from where his head 
rested against Tommy's. It couldn't have been comfortable, but there was nothing but love 
and perhaps a hint of heartbreak on his... father's face. 


“How are you feeling, mate?” Phil asked. 


He shrugged. “I don’t know,” he answered honestly. Then, he thought about it a bit harder. 
“Tired, drained. Numb but in a different way than I’m used to?” 


Phil nodded as if this was normal. “Your body needs time to regulate. It just released a lot of 
pent-up tension. You should head to bed soon.” He turned to where Tubbo had started to 
snore softly and where Fundy still slept soundly leaned up against Niki. “We all should, 
actually, especially after the last few days.” 


Tommy nodded. He was too tired to argue. 


Techno scooped up Tubbo in his arms, who made little fuss at the movement. 


There was some shifting behind him where Ranboo had started to fidget. Tommy abruptly sat 
up, removing his weight from the other boy. “Sorry.” 


Ranboo huffed. “TIl repeat Tubbo’s threat,” he said, stretching out his limbs. “Besides-” He 
yawned. “You needed it.” When he was done, he stared back at Tommy. It was only then that 
he realised that Ranboo hadn’t been wearing his glasses since they came back from the 
Room. 


“I like the new look,” Tommy joked, but they both knew there was an element of truth there. 
“Tt really brings out your eyes.” 


The other boy rolled his eyes (which Tommy could now see!). “Thank you,” he said, 
however, smiling sheepishly. Then he frowned. “I never knew the reason why I always felt 
the need to wear glasses. Was it-?” 


Tommy swallowed and wracked his brain of the few memories of Ranboo he had. “I think,” 
he started, furrowing his brow. “I think they always had you wear them on training missions. 
They thought-“ he stopped and turned back to Ranboo, looking at the green and red irises. 


Ranboo seemed to understand. He shifted back, curling in on himself. “I always thought that 
too.” 


“They’re not, though!” Tommy assured. “Don’t listen to them. They wanted perfect, 
featureless soldiers. Agents who could blend in, of course, they’d hate anything that makes 
you unique!” 


Ranboo sighed and turned away. “Okay,” he said, but Tommy knew it wasn’t the end of this 
particular conversation. Then, he stood up and followed Techno to Tubbo’s room. 


He was once again reminded of the claws the Red Room had sunk into them. 


The Red Room had wanted perfect, flawless, rebuildable soldiers. They’d wanted an army 
and if they could’ve had the ability to clone, they would have. Anything unique to someone 
was heavily disguised or changed in some way. 


Tommy remembered a time when they had shoved him into a chair and forced brown dye 
onto his blond strands. It hadn’t felt... good. Tommy had been fourteen at the time and the 
change was necessary for a mission but every time he looked in the mirror he flinched. 


It wasn’t him staring back in the mirror. 


He had always loved his hair. It set him apart from the others; bright, golden hair that would 
shine in the sun. And sure, differences were discouraged by the Red Room and sure, it did 
make it harder for him to blend in on a mission, but it was his. Something they could never 
take away. 


Wilbur, who had been silently sitting on the floor the entire time, leaned over so his head was 
resting against Tommy’s legs, still curled up on the couch. “When you’re ready to talk,” he 
started, staring up at Tommy. “I’m here. I’m always here.” 


Tommy sighed, a lump in his throat. “I don’t think...” he paused, looking around the room, 
anywhere but on Wilbur’s honest face. “I don’t know if that’ll ever happen.” 


His older brother (his older brother!) nodded. “That's okay!” He assured him. “That’s 
perfectly alright. We take your lead on this, okay?” 


“Okay,” Tommy whispered, the sound barely making it past his lips. “Thank you.” 


Wilbur nodded again and then stood up, casting a glance over Tommy’s head at Phil. The two 
shared a look for a moment, where Phil nodded and then turned to Tommy. 


“You should get to bed,” he said. 


Tommy rolled his eyes affectionately. “Don’t think just because you’re my father that you can 
tell me what to do.” 


He’d meant for the moment to be joking, but Phil’s bright smile startled him. “Yeah,” he 
replied, a choked sound. “Sure, mate. We have a lot to catch up on, though.” 


Tommy’s thoughts circled back to the whole reason the night had been derailed so much. 
Feeling a slight pang of anxiety, Tommy licked his lips and opened his mouth to speak. "Can 
we-" he started before hesitating slightly. Noticing this, Phil gave him an encouraging nod, 
which fuelled Tommy to continue. "Even though my birthday's in April, can we still celebrate 
tomorrow? I just... I want to celebrate with my-" He turned sharply to Niki and Fundy. "We 
should finally be able to celebrate together." 


Phil chuckled and pressed another kiss to the top of his head. "Of course, Tommy." He 
murmured, a smile playing on his lips. "Of course." 
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Tommy remembered the first time he stayed at the Minecraft's house. 


It had only been well over a month ago, but it felt like it had been years since he had arrived 
at their door, knocking and finding an expectant Wilbur on the other side, two cups of hot 
chocolate prepared soon after as the two sat on the couch. It had been the first time Tommy 
had opened up to anyone, ever, and he could still feel the way the vulnerability tasted on his 
tongue; harsh, but with a hint of sweetness (although, that might've just been the hot 
chocolate). 


Now, he had his own room. His own bed. His own place, completely his, for free. 


It was... strange, to say the least. 


He had been used to always needing to pay for things. When he lived in the beat-up, old 
apartment in District 4 he had to pay a weekly rent, which was the cheapest he could find at 
the time but still took up a majority of his paycheck each week, barely leaving him enough 
money for groceries. When he lived in the Room, he paid with his life, with his skills, with 
his success, knowing that even one failure could risk the luxury of having your own space. 


So, now, as he lay awake on his soft, weightless mattress and stared up at the ceiling, he 
found it impossible to go to sleep. 


He seemed to be in this situation a little too often recently. 


Turning in his bed, he stared at the wall beside him, glaring at it as if it was the cause of all of 
his problems. 


There was a craving inside him, one that he loathed with everything he had. It felt almost 
selfish to even acknowledge the need that crawled under his skin, begging to be released, 
begging to be heard. 


Fear, like pain, was only a motivator. 


Ever since he had left that place (left Eret with a bullet in their head) there had been a sense 
of restlessness within him. An itch that he couldn't scratch, no matter how much his body 
longed to, no matter how much it continued to annoy him, day in and day out. It was always 
there, consistent, persistent, and never-ending. 


He wanted that fear. Wanted the fear that came from living from paycheck to paycheck. 
Wanted the fear that came from always looking over his shoulder, always checking the room 
for an escape route, because he could never be sure when his past would catch up to him. If 
they would be just around the corner, ready with power suppressors to drag him back, either 
gagged or unconscious, back to the place that haunted his every waking moment. He wanted 
that feeling of constant vigilance, of never knowing if this day would be his last, if, maybe, 
his luck had finally won out. 


He wanted it. 


He craved it. 


Tommy huffed through his nose and continued glaring at the wall, feeling the sudden urge to 
punch right through it. 


Oh. 


Wait. 


He stifled a laugh. 


He remembered, then, how he had left the apartment he had been living in for the past six 
months with a hole punched right through the wall in his bedroom. 


Hopefully, when Phil had paid off the rent he still owed to that place, he had paid for the wall 
to be fixed as well. Otherwise, Tommy might feel just a little bit bad (but not that much, after 
all, it was a literal shithole). 


For some reason, he didn't feel too sad about that place. There wasn't much he had left 
behind, anyway, only some food in the pantry and his work uniforms, otherwise, he had all 
his weapons on him when he was taken and all of the things he actually cared for were kept 
safe at the Minecraft's house, the Christmas presents he had left. He might've felt bad about 
leaving the Christmas decorations, but he didn't really have a need for them anymore, did he? 


Besides, he was happier here. 


He was . 


He was happy here. 


So... 


"Why doesn't it feel like it?" He whispered into the dark, his voice tearing through the silence 
that encompassed him. "What's wrong with me?" He whispered to the wall. 


The wall didn't answer back. 


Good, he thought, because then I've truly gone crazy. 


He sighed again, a frustrated groan pulling at his lungs as he wildly waved his arm at the 
wall, not hard enough to leave any lasting damage but enough that he was satisfied with the 
easing of the ringing in his bones. It didn't do much but it was enough to settle the spiralling 
thoughts running laps in his brain. 


The night continued on. 


It didn't make sense. He was plenty tired this afternoon, so tired that he had practically fallen 
asleep on Tubbo and Ranboo after their impromptu breakdown session. He had been tired as 
Wilbur helped him up the stairs, shushing him whenever the blond piped up that he could 
walk himself up the stairs, piss off Wilbur, keeping him safely in his arms the entire way to 
Tommy's room. He was definitely tired when Phil popped in for a minute, asking about what 
he might've wanted for breakfast. Scrambled eggs, he answered, hating the blush that tinted 
his cheeks. Wilbur and Techno's comfort food? The man had replied, a knowing smile upon 
his lips, most likely remembering the first morning Tommy had ever experienced at the 
Minecraft's. Tommy nodded back and sunk deeper below his blanket, letting out a muffled 
Goodnight! in Phil's general direction as the man left. He was almost falling asleep when the 
door cracked open a fraction, a thin, single beam of light shooting through the darkness as 
Techno stared at Tommy, unaware that he wasn't quite asleep, and smiled as he shut the door 
again. 


And now he was fully awake, counting the seconds in his head as time seemed to drag on. 


This is ridiculous, he thought and rolled over to stare at the other side of his room. 


On his desk, sitting innocently, was his digital clock, reading out the dreaded 72:29 AM in 
bright, neon lettering. 


Well. Happy birthday to him. 


He sighed, again, and rolled onto his back, only to prop himself up onto his elbows as his 
blanket fell from around his shoulders. 


The itch had faded, slightly, but not enough for him to shut off his brain from the constant 
whirring of his thoughts. 


As Tommy sat up, he faced the window that was opposite him. He was grateful for the fact 
that the room was on the second story; harder for people to climb in through the window, a 
far too easy access point, in the middle of the night. At least, if they tried that method of 
breaking and entering, he would be able to hear it happen long before anyone got anywhere 
near the window. Still, it wasn't a situation Tommy ever wanted to happen, which was why 
Tommy was going to ask Phil as soon as possible to invest in some security measures for the 
room. Just for his peace of mind. 


He would be the first to admit he was paranoid. But he didn't care. It was either be paranoid 
or be dead. 


And, as it always did, his paranoia paid off. At least... this time it did. 


As he sat up and stared out of the window, he felt a chill run down his spine. The curtain in 
front of it didn't move an inch, completely still as it blocked almost all visibility to the outside 
world. A haunting feeling encased him as he stared, eyes wide open now, waiting for 
something. For someone. 


The night ticked on around, mocking him, softly lulling him back into a false sense of 
security. Nothing's wrong, it whispered as the blankets felt far too comfortable for him to 
ignore them anymore. Just go back to sleep. 


He snorted. Not likely. 


Throwing off the sheets, he stood up from his bed, slowly and carefully, because it felt like 
someone was watching him. He knew, all too well, the feeling of being watched; he would 


never mistake that feeling. 


As he walked closer towards the window, that feeling grew, starting in his gut but exploding 
out all across his body, in every single nerve ending. 


He scowled. He thought he'd seen the end of being constantly surveilled. 


Guess he was wrong. 


Tommy stopped just before the window, looking out. Past the curtains, he could see shadows 
and lights, blurred and softened by the semi-sheer fabric in front of him. The backyard was lit 
by a light that glowed from the street in front of the house, not giving much visibility but 
enough to mix with the moonlight for Tommy's keen eyes to spot anything moving. 


Nothing. 


Nothing was there. 


He sighed, taking one small step away as he continued looking, a headache beginning to 
pound at the front of his head, right behind his eyes, begging for a sleep he knew wouldn't 
come. There was the sounds of bats flying around, a single car driving steadily down the 
street, the trees rustling in the wind -. 


Oh. 


So, that's how it was going to be. 


Tommy smirked as he stepped closer to the window, never taking his eyes off of the shadow 
lingering in the corner of the frame, out of sight enough that someone who wasn't looking 
wouldn't find them, but still obvious enough that Tommy knew they wanted to be found. 


Everything was intentional, from the way they were standing to the timing of their arrival. 
Everything was perfected... 


Just like a Wolf Spider. 


He tore at the feeling of sleep as he raced away, grabbing his gun from underneath his pillow 
as he passed by his bed, silently but quickly opening the door to his bedroom and stalking 
down the halls. 


The itch he had been feeling this entire time was finally scratched. The feeling of excitement, 
fear, of adrenaline rushed through his veins as a smile slowly crept its way onto his face. This 
is what he'd been waiting for, this is what he'd been aching for. 


He made it to the ground floor after silently padding down the staircase, praying that no one 
was awake at this untimely hour of the night. Usually, he discovered, they would be actually 
celebrating New Year's by staying up, but apparently, all of them had decided that the last few 
weeks were excitement enough for them. 


Dressed only in his night clothes, Tommy braced himself for the onslaught of cold air as he 
opened the back door, breathing in the refreshing coolness as he raised his right arm and 
aimed his gun directly at the figure in the shadows. 


"Really?" Tommy started, not even looking in the figure's direction. "You come now of all 
times?" 


Encased in darkness, the agent stayed still, leaning up against the side of the house with 
nonchalant ease, not turning his own head either. The two of them stared forward with twin 
wolf grins, the thrill of danger coursing through them. 


Above them, the night continued onwards, the moon shining a bright light down so that 
Tommy could just barely see the figure as he hid within the shadows. His hair was hidden by 
a hood and the rest of him was clothed in the same black suit Tommy always saw him in. 
Apart from the lack of a white spider centred on his belt, he looked the same as he always 
did. 


“Mmm,” the agent hummed, the sound coated with sadistic glee. “I thought it was 
appropriate. Happy five-year anniversary and all that.” 


Only then did Tommy turn his head towards him, a glare replacing the grin from before. 


He had forgotten all of that. 


Forgotten how, five years ago, he had truly become a Wolf Spider. He had graduated. 


It only served as a cruel reminder of just how much of his childhood had been taken. 


And most of it was because of the actions of this man. 


Dream finally turned to him. "Nice to see you again," he said, smirking. 


Tommy resisted the urge to squeeze the trigger. 


Instead, he just stood still, glaring at the man in front of him who had played such a huge part 
in his training, who had been there for the last few years before, finally, he'd risen to the top 
and made it out alive. When, finally, he snapped the neck of the last remaining recruit of his 
class, leaving him victorious in a room of faceless stares. That was when the white mask 
stared back at him and was lifted for the first time, and there was a proud - but wicked - smile 
as he nodded at Achilles. 


He was standing here again without the mask on, a rare moment of vulnerability for the man 
as he stepped forward into the moonlight, his face illuminated. It seemed to be symbolic, 
perhaps. Maybe this was Dream's way of saying that he wasn't here to deceive him. 


Or, maybe Tommy was reading too much into things. 


Nevertheless, here Tommy was, standing in front of his mentor. 


He glared. "Why are you here?" 


"What," Dream replied, dry. "I can't come to visit my favourite graduate?" 


His hand tightened around the trigger. "Turning up at my house unannounced? You're lucky 
you're still alive." 


"Please, as if you could ever kill me." And then Dream was stalking forward, still smirking as 
he kept his eyes trained on Tommy's face. "Come on, pull the trigger," he mocked, narrowing 
his eyes. "Do it, Little Spider ." 


Tommy gasped as the trigger washed over him, his arm dropping the gun slightly as a 
calmness washed over him, his eyes dimming as his heart began to slow down. "Stop it!" He 
managed to say through the cotton filling his mouth. 


He expected Dream to continue with his prodding and provoking, to tear him down just as 
he'd always done back then - but, instead of his mentor pushing forward, he stumbled back, 
bringing a hand up to run through his hair. Regret flashed in his eyes as Tommy blinked away 
the fog threatening to consume him. "I didn't mean that," Dream said, swallowing harshly as 
he lowered his eyes. "Force of habit." 


Gasping as he finally tore through the lasting effects of the trigger, Tommy raised his arm up 
again, a snarl forming on his lips. "You fucking bastard," he said, spitting out the words. 
"What the fuck do you want?" 


Dream hesitated, a look Tommy wasn't used to seeing on the man. All of it filled Tommy 
with an uneasy feeling. Never had he seen his mentor look so out of place as if he didn't 
belong here, as if he wasn't the one in control. 


It was... weird. Unnerving. 


The both of them stood there, silent, entirely out of their depth as Tommy looked on in 
confusion, his arm still raised but not as locked as it was before. Similarly, Dream didn't look 
one bit fazed by the threat of danger; he did, however, look incredibly uncomfortable as he 
opened and closed his mouth repeatedly, Tommy seeing in his eyes the way he was trying to 
formulate the next sentence. 


He continued staring as Dream sighed again, growling at himself and placing his head in his 
hands. "I just wanted..." the man trailed off, his eyes glaring holes into the concrete beneath 
them. "I was here to..." 


Dream kept hesitating, sending alarm bells ringing through Tommy's mind. This wasn't the 
Dream Tommy knew, this wasn't his ruthless mentor who pushed and pushed and pushed 
until Tommy almost broke; until he was merely shattered pieces on the floor which Dream 
slowly glued back together into the perfect soldier. This Dream was... scared 


He was scared. 


Tommy watched as the agent took a deep breath in, went to say something... and then 
faltered, stepping back into his own space as he clenched his fists tightly. The process 
repeated for a few minutes, and Tommy simply stood there, standing awkwardly in nothing 
but his night clothes with his hand wrapped around a gun. 


All things considered, this is not what he expected to be doing at 12:30 am on his fake 
birthday/New Year's Day. 


Eventually, though, Tommy got tired of waiting. He dropped his hand holding the gun and 
sighed, taking a step to go back inside. It was obvious Dream didn't want to say what was on 
his mind, so he wouldn't bother waiting around to see what he had to say. "Look, Dream, just 
leave, because-" 


"I'm sorry." 


The wind was knocked out of Tommy's chest. "Uhhh..." he stuttered, eloquently. 


Dream, who looked rather much like he wanted to be literally anywhere other than right here, 
grimaced sheepishly but stood tall in front of Tommy as he repeated it. "I'm sorry." 


Tommy's mind disconnected briefly, feeling as though the synapses were buffering, stuttering 
and skidding rather than firing properly. The words Dream had spoken floated aimlessly in 
the air in front of him, swirling around his vision as if he could reach out and grab them if he 
wanted to. "You're..." he started, his mouth finally moving again after much force. "You're 


sorry?" 


The words were spat out, intense venom lining every syllable and letter unexpectedly. A rage, 
intensifying by the second and igniting as his still-sleep addled brain attempted to 
comprehend the situation, tried to comprehend just what Dream had said, why he had said 
that, if there were any ulterior motives he might've had to say that. He caught himself, 
panting as he realised just how much hate he had squeezed into just those two words, but he 
found that he didn't care. He. Didn't. Care. 


For at least two years of his life Dream had been there, an ever-present figure in his life, 
looming over his shoulder and judging his every single move. His every single breath. 


Dream had been there, monitoring his progress, making him better, pushing him to be perfect, 
moulding him, in those last few years, into Achilles, into the soldier that had exited his 
training with his head held high, not a single spark left in his dull eyes. 


He, along with 404, had done that to him. Had made him that. 


Tommy laughed bitterly, flexing his fingers around the gun. "Were you sorry when you saw a 
ten-year-old and told him to break his own hand?" 


Dream flinched, "Look, I just wanted to apologi-" 


"You ruined me!" Tommy said, as loud as he could without possibly waking up the rest of the 
house. "Don't even fucking try to deny it or downplay that shit. You ruined me! You put me 
through so much shit!" His voice grew louder, and suddenly the man in front of him looked 
really scared. Good, Tommy thought. Let them wake up and tear you to pieces. 


However, it wasn't in either of their interests to wake up Tommy's family, and so he lowered 
his voice to a fury-filled whisper. "I still hear your fucking voice in my head whenever I have 
to make a decision. I hate it, I hate it, I hate you!" 


Dream stood there, silent, taking the verbal beating. As he caught his breath, Tommy closed 
his eyes. 


They stood in that tension, each waiting for the other to make the next move. Tommy was 
violently thrown back into his memories, to the days when he would spare against Dream in 
his training, the two circling each other as they watched carefully every single twitch of the 
finger, every single movement of the eye. Waiting for an opening, waiting for the best 
moment to strike. 


He saw the glint of fear in Dream's eyes and revelled in it. Underneath his skin, his power 
hummed through his veins, begging to be let out. Years of them sparring often ended with 
Dream on the ground, visions flashing before his eyes as Achilles stared down, merciless. 
Even then, it seemed Achilles was Dream's default form of punishment. From the moment his 
powers had manifested, the instructors had brought Dream to him, to force upon him his 
worst memories, played on a loop over and over again. 


The power trip felt incredible. 


Tommy felt unstoppable. 


Here, standing in the freezing night air with snow slowly falling around them, Tommy felt the 
same need for survival consume him. His finger twitched around the trigger of his gun. 


Dream's eyes focused on the movement. "You of all people should know, Achilles." His face 
was levelled in a cold, hardened gaze as he spat out Tommy's old name. "I'm- I'm trying to-" 
He cut himself off, almost gasping. "You of all people should know." 


"I was a child, Dream," he snapped, bitterness bleeding into his tone. "I was a kid!" 


"So was I!" Dream bit back. "You - Tommy - you of all people should know how hard this is! 
It wasn't easy for any of us but Jam sorry!" 


He breathed out and let his shoulders drop, staring up at the house as he awaited any sign that 
his outbreak might've caused someone to wake up. 


Tommy listened as well; the last thing he wanted was someone coming down to make this 
whole situation worse. 


When they both had deemed it safe to continue, they turned back to each other. For the first 
time in his life, Tommy felt like Dream's equal. Here the two of them were; ex-Wolf Spiders, 
ex-assassins... ex-child soldiers who each had come out of the Red Room, changed in a way 
that made them strangers. 


Dream sighed. "I'm not going to stand here and pretend that I didn't hurt you," he started, 
licking his lips. "And I'm not going to make up some excuse that I was being forced into 
doing anything. There were times- there were times where I went further than what I was told 
to do, and I'll admit that." He swallowed down the response burning on the tip of his tongue. 
"I'm learning to admit that. And I'm sorry." 


Tommy considered the other man for a while, eyes flickering over his expression and only 
finding sincerity. He honestly didn't know that Dream could even show that much emotion, 
didn't know that any of them could, but here he was, standing in front of an ex-Wolf Spider 
who had just admitted fault. 


That was not an easy feat. 


He huffed. "Is 404 going to come around the corner with a heartfelt speech too, or will he just 
knock me out like he always did?" 


Dream chuckled nervously, to which Tommy narrowed his eyes. Under the light of the moon, 
Tommy could just make out a slight tinge of pink. "Uhh, George ," Dream started, smiling 
sheepishly. "George probably won't be coming, uhh, he's off doing some business." 


"Huh," Tommy hummed, taking note of the name. A thought appeared in his head, and he 
turned a curious gaze towards Dream. "Did you have a name you wanted to go by?" 


The man before him shook his head. "No," he said, carefully. "No, I like the name Dream. 
There aren't many of us that actually had a name we wanted to begin with, not like you or 
George-" 


"Or Fundy, or Niki," Tommy cut him off, completing the list. "I get that, respect, I guess. 
Although, I can't really understand it." 


"I don't know," Dream sighed, in a moment of vulnerability. He seemed to be doing that a lot 
tonight, and honestly, it put Tommy off more than anything. "I'm tired. And I don't know 
what I'm going to do after this. Rethinking my identity in the midst of all of this seems..." he 
shrugged and pulled his lips into a tight line. "Extra tiring." 


He turned out towards the backyard, staring up at the stars as if he was searching for the 
meaning of life or something like that. Tommy personally thought it was all a bit dramatic, 
but then remembered what he was like his first few weeks within Esempee; searching for 
meaning within any little mundane thing possible. It was hard to imagine Dream, however, 
having any sort of identity crisis when the man had always seemed to know exactly what he 
wanted and exactly how to get it. Dream was determined and sure of himself, a little 
hotheaded (which often led him to punishments) but never confused. Never... lost. 


Tommy turned to look at the stars as well, trying to see if perhaps he could find the meaning 
of life within the dotted white freckles of the deep blue canvas. But, stars weren't anything 
more than huge masses of gas, glowing from intense heat and twinkling due to pollution. 


Instead, Tommy turned towards the house and looked into the windows, picturing the people 
who dwelt inside, safe. 


That was his meaning of life. 


That was his identity. 


He didn't need to search anymore. 


Resolute upon the foundations he had built in his time away, Tommy looked back at Dream 
and huffed. "I don't forgive you." 


Dream took a deep breath in but nodded, nonetheless. "I don't expect you to," he answered. 


"And," Tommy cleared his throat, frowning at how defenceless this moment felt. "And, if I'm 
being honest, I'm still scared of you." 


An echo of a laugh floated in the air. "I'm still scared of you, too," Dream said, gesturing to 
Tommy vaguely. "Especially with your... upgrade." 


Tommy huffed, rolling his eyes. "Sure, sure man." 


This time the silence was more comfortable, the two of them having come to an 
understanding underneath the vast expanse of the heavens above them. 


The Red Room produced no heroes. 


But they weren’t villains. 


They just... 


Were. 


They were humans, children who had been fucked up by a system that had perfected its cruel 
sculptings years ago, pressing them into powerful, determined soldiers like a facsimile. The 
Red Room wanted to be a factory, wanted to produce a product, each one more perfect than 
the next. 


But the problem was, humans weren’t made to be programmed like that. They weren’t made 
to be completely wiped of their personality, shoved into a one size fits all box and expected to 
act like a robot. Humans were made with passion and drive, with anger and heartache and 
joy, love and sacrifice and everything that was coded into their DNA, that couldn’t be erased 
no matter how hard they tried. 


He saw it in Niki’s steely gaze, looking out for anyone who had wronged her, and looking out 
for anyone to avenge, her heart beating solely for justice as she watched them fall one by one. 


He saw it in Fundy’s ache and need for community, for fellowship. The boy who had 
sacrificed everything to save his friend and had ultimately failed in the end; one dead and one 
sent to die. 


It was there within Ranboo, who was so unsure of himself but still pushed forward, because 
what was more human than fear? What was more human than courage in the face of that 
uncertainty? 


Dream’s aversion to restraint, his need for freedom that had always been suffocated within 
the claustrophobic white walls that surrounded him, was what had led him to be punished 
over and over again but he would never change because it was in his blood. It was not 
something they could genetically engineer out of him. 


He saw it within George’s want for stability, for things to never change. His fear at the 
unknown, at areas beyond the control of his tightly scheduled plan, which had been 
completely overturned by the Red Room being destroyed. The complexity of wanting to be 
free but also needing things to stay the same as they always had. 


Tommy could see it within himself. It was that constant feeling inside that he could never 
shake, that everything was wrong. That people didn’t deserve what he’d done to them, but 
also that his survival came first. Selfishness balanced with selflessness seemed contradictory, 
but wasn’t that the beauty of being human? 


The Red Room had wanted perfect soldiers. 


He found some comfort in the fact that they’d failed. 


Eventually, Dream had stalked off back into the night, sliding into the shadows and 
disappearing without a trace. Tommy was content at least in the fact that he knew what 
Dream was headed to do. He felt relieved that he wasn’t the one who had to do it, that he 
wouldn’t need to engage in violence anymore, even if it was against his oppressors. 


So, he turned around to walk back into the house. 


And was stopped by a large figure blocking the door. 


Normally, he would’ve been greatly concerned that someone was able to sneak up on him, 
but this time he didn’t actually care. Something inside of him preened at that, at the fact that 
he was beginning to let go of that need to constantly surveil his surroundings. Maybe, just 
maybe, he could become a regular human being who didn’t notice footsteps 100 yards away. 


Also, it was Techno standing at the door. He didn't need to be worried about his family being 
around him. 


The man stared at him with an almost unreadable expression on his face, but Tommy caught 
the inch of concern that bled into his gaze. 


Tommy exhaled. “I had it sorted,” he assured Techno, raising an eyebrow as if asking for a 
challenge. His hand was still firmly wrapped around his gun, finger still resting easily on the 
trigger. The safety was off and yet Techno didn’t look one bit afraid of the weapon in his 
hand that could very easily end his life with a single squeeze. He’d seen Tommy’s 
impeccable aim, at how, even wounded and dying, he could still shoot to kill and had done 
just that. 


The trust Techno placed in him made him feel almost... giddy. Dizzy, perhaps. 


Either way, it was strange and he wasn’t entirely sure that he didn’t like it. 


Techno only nodded, an unimpressed look planted firmly but deceptively across the worry 
that he tried desperately to hide. However, Tommy detected zero deceit when Techno 
muttered, “I had no doubt.” 


Tommy allowed a smile to grace his lips as he followed the man into the house, feeling that 
itch from before slowly but surely ebbing away. 


This time, when he laid his head down to sleep, he went without a moment of hesitation. 
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Tommy really thought his family would've learned by now not to do stupid shit. That 
morning he was woken up by the feeling that people were walking into his room, trying to be 
discreet but failing spectacularly because he was a child assassin who never learnt what a 
"good night's sleep" meant. 


All to say, he opened his eyes and his hand was already pointing a gun at Wilbur's face, 
blinking out the remaining holds of unconsciousness as instincts took over. 


Wilbur immediately yelled and covered his face (a lot of good that would do him against an 
actual bullet) while Phil reached out for him. Tubbo and Ranboo, meanwhile, took a few 
steps back from where they had been standing at the foot of his bed, looking as if they were 
waiting to rip the covers off of him. 


Finally awake, Tommy dropped his weapon just slightly, which seemed to have everyone 
taking in a sigh of relief. 


Away from the screaming and terror was Techno, still by the door, leaning against the frame 
with his head in his hands. He sighed as Tommy looked around, confused, at the people 
trespassing in his room. "I told you this was a bad idea." 


He caught his breath while he let the gun sit aimlessly by his side, clutching a hand to his 
chest as he struggled to reign in the adrenaline currently pumping through his body. "Why-" 
he seethed. "- did you think it was a good idea to sneak up on the heavily traumatised child 
assassin?" 


Tubbo blinked at him for a few seconds before shrugging his shoulders. "At least you admit 
it." And then he followed through with his earlier plan, pulling the blankets off of Tommy's 
tensed-up body and dumping them onto the floor of his bedroom. 


Tommy stared in shock. "What the fuck?" 


Then, in an effort to break the uncomfortable silence that everyone but Techno had created, 
Wilbur took in a deep breath and, with mild terror in his eyes, opened his mouth. 


"Happy birthday to -" 


BANG! 


Tommy blinked his eyes as the people in front of him screamed in horror, his gun now with 
one less bullet. "What the fuck?" 


Wilbur cowered to the side, away from the hole in the wall right next to his head. 


"Tommy! Happy birthday!" Phil said, nervously. "Now, please put the gun away?" 


Blinking his eyes slowly as he considered his options, Tommy hummed and rolled his eyes. 
"Alright, fine." 


The family breathed a sigh of relief as Tommy put the gun back under his pillow and then 
smiled as he turned back to them. 


"Wait," he paused, eyebrows scrunched. "Wait, what are you all doing here?" 


Phil smiled, holding up a card that read 'Happy 18th Birthday!" that he had been hiding 
behind his back. "It's your birthday, mate. Why wouldn't we be here?" 


Tommy blinked up at them, his mind stalling for a response as they all looked at him, 
expectantly. 


That's right. 


It was his birthday. 


(or, at least, the day he knew his birthday to be) 


And they were his family. And that's what families did, right? They celebrated birthdays 
together. 


Tears, traitorously, began to pile up on his water line. He took a deep breath in, desperately 
trying to compose himself, cursing the fact that he had been crying so easily lately. 


He supposed that was just the burden of love. 


Techno, from his place at the door, began to walk over to Tommy, settling down next to him 
on the bed. "I don't know if you've ever actually witnessed a proper birthday before," he 
started in his deadpan voice. "But, traditionally, we're supposed to do whatever you want to 
do today." 


Tommy stared in confusion. "Whatever I want?" 


He looked around at the others, waiting for any of them to laugh and tell him it was all a joke, 
but all of them only stared back, waiting for his response, anticipation bleeding from their 
expressions. 


For the first time in his life, he had the freedom to do whatever he wanted, go wherever he 
wanted, and not be afraid that someone would come from behind him and kidnap or kill him. 


Not only that, but he was being actively encouraged to do whatever he wanted, and would 
even have their support in doing anything he wanted. 


It felt... unlike anything he had ever felt before. 


He swallowed harshly and repeated himself, to ensure he hadn't misunderstood. "Anything I 
want? Today I can do anything I want?" 


Phil nodded. Tommy turned to look at him, watching as the man's smile widened. "And, if 
you don't want to do anything today, that's also just fine. We're following your lead on this." 


Tommy breathed out a laugh as he brought his hand up to his face, rubbing at the skin as if he 
were still dreaming. The power he felt in this moment... he could get drunk on it forever. 


He thought about it... if he could do absolutely anything in the world? 


What would he do? 


It turns out, having the freedom of choice thrust upon you after living your whole life under 
the threat of someone else’s will makes it extremely hard to ever make a decision for 
yourself. Even when Tommy had escaped the first time, still he was ruled by fear, and that 
dictated all of his decisions. 


Anything he wanted? 


Tommy smiled. "Can we... just have a day together? Watching movies? Drinking hot 
chocolate?" 


Phil nodded. "Of course." 


Breakfast was an exciting affair, with everyone sitting around the table together, laughing and 
smiling. It reminded Tommy of Christmas, of those last few moments before everything 
changed. 


It felt like they were back to what he had been slowly getting used to; that feeling of 
community, of family. It felt like home. 


He swallowed the lump in his throat at the thought. 


Tubbo turned to him suddenly, eyes wide and bright. "Oh! I have something for you!" He 
said before running off, up the stairs in a hurry. 


Tommy frowned, watching him go. It felt too similar to that night when Tubbo had 
disappeared into his room, that one simple action acting as the catalyst. Paranoia wasn't new 
to Tommy, nor was constant vigilance, and the fear of seeing Tubbo leave his sight only 
added fuel to the fire. 


Across the table, Wilbur saw him staring. "Nothing's hurting him while we've got you here," 
he said, smirking. 


Nodding, Tommy tried to set his worries at ease. "I know," he replied, short. "I'm just... 
getting used to things, I guess. Not having to look over my shoulder anymore." 


"You have us for that, now," Techno supplied, not looking up from his breakfast. "The top 
three heroes, their expert workers and a child assassin? Nothings' getting passed us." 


Tommy shot him a deadpan look. "That's not exactly true, or shall I remind you of 
Christmas?" 


"Hey! That was a one-time thing! And we didn't exactly know what we were dealing with!" 


Phil frowned at them all. "Boys! No fighting at the table." 


"I've got it!" Tubbo shouted down from the stairway, almost tumbling down to the first floor. 
He stopped in front of Tommy, his arms held behind his back as he huffed, panting from his 
quick journey. "I know we weren't doing presents for your birthday, but this isn't technically a 
new present, so I thought it would be okay." 


Then, he held out his hands, showing the room what was so important that he had to interrupt 
their breakfast. 


Tommy breathed in sharply. "Oh." 


In Tubbo's hands sat, innocently, the stuffed cow plush toy that he had been gifted on 
Christmas by the other boy, still in pristine condition. With everything that had happened 
afterwards, he had almost completely forgotten about the gift, how he had left it on the couch 
that night, how it had sat abandoned, eerily like everything else in this new life he had made 
when he was dragged back there. 


The table had grown quiet, watching the interaction with barely contained curiosity. 


Tubbo nodded towards the toy. "It's yours, boss man." 


Tommy looked up at him and then back down at the cow, his hand reaching up hesitantly. 


He almost didn't feel like he was worthy of it. 


Weren't children toys beneath him? 


No , he thought, determined. They weren't beneath him, the Room had just taught him to 
believe that he had never been a child to begin with. 


But... he had been a child. He had been a child and, in some ways, he was still a child. He 
stood now, almost eighteen, and yet when had he ever grown up? 


Was that three-year-old still him? 


What about that six-year-old, when he had shot a man in the head for the first time? 


What about when he was nine and his powers developed and they had turned him into a 
punishment, into a torture machine? 


When he was twelve and fulfilled what he thought must be his destiny, when he was thirteen 
and killing on almost a weekly basis, when he was fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, and now 
seventeen, eighteen in four short months. 


When had he ever been able to be a child? When had he ever been able to just be a kid, to 
play with toys, to crave warmth and comfort, to feel safe, to feel loved? 


He caressed the toy softly before opening his hand and taking it from Tubbo, so gently, as if 
he was afraid he would break it. 


Everything died in his hands. 


Right? 


"I know you weren't allowed toys growing up," Tubbo began, eyes locked onto the cow in 
Tommy's hands. "Maybe you can start a collection now? I have a few plush toys on my bed, 
and so does Ranboo. It's okay to want these things." 


Tommy both hated and cherished the fact that he had developed the ability to cry again 
because those simple words and this one act of kindness had him breaking down all over 
again. 


"Thank you," he answered, wetly, staring at Tubbo in the eyes. "It's... this means more than 
you know." 


Tubbo smiled. "I know," he said, huffing slightly. 


Tommy looked back down at the cow, tracing his fingers over the stitching. A name tingled 
just on the tip of his tongue, childhood memories flooding back to him. "Henry," he said. 
"His name is Henry." 


At the head of the table, Phil breathed in, eyes flashing with unshed tears. "That's a great 
name, mate." 


He looked back up at the table, blushing at the attention. "Yeah, well," he coughed. 
"Whatever, thanks, I guess." 


The rest of them laughed at his embarrassment, Wilbur reaching over to ruffle his hair. 


This was... 


This was nice. 


This was everything. 


Tommy hugged Henry close to his chest. 


He had everything. 


Fundy and Niki came over during the middle of the day. After all, it was technically their 
birthday too, although they would perhaps never know what their actual birthday was. 


"Maybe we can choose our own now!" Niki had suggested, curling one arm around Fundy. 
"We don't have to follow their rules anymore, we can just choose a date we like!" 


Fundy had smiled, the expression fitting perfectly onto his youthful face. "I like that idea." 


Now, all of them were in the lounge room together, some old superhero movie playing on the 
TV, with most of the people present poking fun at the unrealistic representation of their 
career. 


They'd already had a birthday cake (Puffy had stopped by to deliver it earlier that day before 
rushing off. She had gotten back out into the field, helping convince Schlatt to join the effort 
in taking down the Red Room and all that remained of it in the corners of society), so now 
came the rest of what Tommy had asked for that morning; 


Movies and hot chocolate. 


Tommy had fallen asleep almost an hour ago, fairly soon into the movie. He was pressed 
against Techno's side, a vulnerability they all knew was difficult for him to allow. Wilbur 
smiled down at him, proud of how far he'd come, proud of the peaceful expression on the 
boy's face. 


He knew it would be a while until Tommy could really relax, however. The telltale signs of 
tension around the younger's shoulders showed how much he still held onto his old habits. 


It was much the same when Wilbur had first stayed with Phil, relearning how to be 
comfortable, even while asleep, expecting danger in every alleyway he found himself in. 


It was a long road, growing from a troubled boy from a troubled home, cast out onto the 
streets, providing for himself, to being loved, safe, and relying on others. 


If he could do it, there was no doubt in his mind that Tommy, too, would grow past this. 


Speaking of the past... 


Wilbur turned his gaze towards Fundy, the youngest of the group curled up beside Niki, eyes 
fixated on the screen in front of them. 


The boy had been haunting him the past week, bringing up memories he had long since 
banished to the back of his mind. 


Memories of harsh words, of even harsher hits and punches, of the smell of alcohol and drugs 
and smoke filling the air, filling his lungs. Fear and apprehension coloured his every memory 
of the place he had ever dared to call his home. 


But still, there had once been love. There had once been laughter. 


His mother had once been a good person. 


Until he showed up. 


And with him, he brought the downfall of Wilbur's first family. 


Now, here he was, almost a decade and a half later, and his mother's face was back. This 
time, it was on a certain young fox-hybrid, the same hybrid his mother's boyfriend had been. 


It couldn't be a coincidence. 


And Wilbur felt like a kid again; scared, helpless. Here he was, a grown adult, one of the top 
heroes in the world, more powerful and dangerous than he had ever been in his entire life... 


... scared to talk to one kid. 


Wilbur sighed, turning his attention back to the TV. 


Was it really so irrational to be scared of this? He hadn't seen the man since he was eight 
years old, and hadn't even really thought about them in a substantial way for years, and 
suddenly, out of the blue, a potential connection comes barrelling into his life, attached to his 
newfound younger brother, as if his entire world hadn't already been turned completely 
upside down. 


Of course it's unsettling, of course he's afraid. 


But, what are you going to do about it? whispered a part of him that sounded suspiciously 
like Techno. You've come to the conclusion that this is new territory, congratulations - as if 
we didn't just handle a child murdering and torturing organisation to get our brother back. 


As much as he hated that little voice inside his head, he had to agree. Nothing was going to 
be done about it unless he did it first. 


He looked upwards towards the ceiling, gathering his courage, before standing up and 
making his way over to Fundy. 


The others were all too enthralled by the movie to really pay attention to what he was doing, 
which he was thankful for, but it was the person protectively shielding Fundy from the 
outside world that he was worried about. 


Niki stared up at him, face carved from stone as her eyes tracked his movements. 


Here she was, a fully trained assassin, even better than Tommy and Fundy with experience to 
back up her abilities. 


Her mouth turned downwards as he approached, but Fundy lifted his head and watched him 
closely, lacking the indifference of Niki's actions. His eyes were curious, almost daring as he 
removed himself from Niki's embrace. 


"Hey, Fundy," Wilbur began, feeling a little if not extremely silly. "Can I talk to you for a 
moment? In private?" 


Niki's gaze hardened, bringing a hand to Fundy's own and laying it there gently, a clear 
warning. "Why?" She asked, tone cold. 


Fundy turned to her and slowly removed himself from her grip. "It's okay, Niki," he said, 
smiling. Turning back to Wilbur, his face returned to the mask he had carefully constructed. 
"What do you need to talk about?" 


Wilbur breathed in deeply. "It's about your past. I may have an answer for you." 


The young boy's eyes widened for a second, his mask slipping before he boarded it back up. 
He considered Wilbur for a moment, glancing back at Niki whose face was similarly 
shielded. The two had a silent conversation, leaving Wilbur to awkwardly stand over them as 
he waited for a response, resisting the urge to rock back and forward. 


Finally, it seemed that Fundy had won their little staring contest, as Niki sighed and waved 
her hand. "Go ahead," she said, glaring at Wilbur, the threat made clear as day. 


Wilbur smiled, nervously, and turned towards the hallway as Fundy followed, the others on 
the couch giving them a quick look before continuing to watch the movie. 


In the hallway, Wilbur's hands began to shake. 


Fundy stared at him, unamused. "So?" He asked, tone bored. "Is this real or was that just a 
trick?" 


"No," Wilbur responded, voice just barely above a whisper. "It's not a trick. I know..." he 
trailed off. 


Brown eyes stared back at him, so alike to his own, so alike to his mother's. "You actually... 
you're telling the truth?" Fundy asked, and Wilbur felt privileged at being able to see the hope 
blossoming on the young boy's face; a rare occurrence. "You know where I'm from?" 


Wilbur swallowed harshly. "It's not a happy story." 


"I don't care!" Fundy said, determined. "Tell me!" 


He nodded, carefully considering his next words. Taking in a deep breath, he started. "My 
mother practically raised me herself, I don't..." breathe "...really remember my dad all that 
much, he was never in the picture. At some point, though, my mum started seeing this new 
guy." Wilbur crossed his arms in an effort to stop them from shaking. "He wasn't the best-" he 
cut himself off with a laugh. "Well, that's an understatement. He was horrible, and soon my 
mum was involved in his world; of dealing drugs and being under the influence practically 
every night. She quit her job and began spending every second with him. And he was..." 
breathe, breathe "...abusive. Most of the time it was me, but sometimes it would be mum and 
we would leave for a week before going back like nothing ever happened." 


Fundy watched him, mask back on. It was then that Wilbur realised that for how much Fundy 
was still a child, he was no stranger to pain. He was no stranger to how horrible the world 
could be. 


Wilbur continued. "When they discovered that I could control people with my voice, that was 
the last straw. I was kicked out onto the streets and I never saw them again." He paused for a 

moment, staring at the floor. "Fundy, you look so much like my mum, and her boyfriend was 

a fox-hybrid and I don't want to jump to conclusions but it's impossible to ignore and-" 


"And, what?" Fundy asked, impassive. "I'm your brother?" 


Breathe, breathe . The words caught in his throat for a moment before he pushed on. "Yeah," 
he croaked. "I believe you are." He looked back up. 


Fundy stared at him, no emotion bleeding out at all, no indication of what he might be 
feeling. Wilbur felt his pulse spike. "We can do a DNA test if you're not sure. We can take 
every route possible to confirm this, I don't expect you to believe me with no proof- Ahh!" 


Fundy had lunged forward and wrapped his arms around Wilbur, burying his head into the 
taller man's chest. "You're not joking?" He asked, and Wilbur realised that he was crying, his 
sweatshirt slowly growing wet. "You're not trying to trick me or anything, right?" 


"No, Fundy." Wilbur swallowed harshly. "I would never do that." 


"And..." the boy continued, almost out of breath. "And you'll be my brother?" 


Wilbur smiled and wrapped his arms around the small boy, holding him close. "Of course, of 
course, I'll be the best big brother, I promise." 


Fundy hugged him tighter. "Please?" 


He rested his head atop the boy's. "I promise." 


Tommy blinked. 


"Who are you going to choose, Achilles?" Eret whispered in his ear, a wolfish grin upon their 
face. "Who's going to die?" 


There was a gun in his hand. It didn't shake. It didn't falter. It didn't fall. 


Achilles grinned back. "Must I only choose one?" 


Eret chuckled next to him, hands coming to rest on his shoulders. "Easy now, Spider. So 
eager, but they need to be taught a lesson. They need to be taught that the Red Room will not 
be toyed with." 


"Please, no!" Someone was screaming from the line of people in front of him, but he didn't 
care. He didn't know who they were. They were just targets, hits, bullseyes that he would not 
miss. Like every one of his victims, they would die helpless and weak. Everyone fell before a 
Wolf Spider. No one survived. 


"They stole three of our agents," Eret continued on the other side of Achilles now, still 
whispering in his ear. "Intending to use them against me. Tell me, Little Spider, who are you 
loyal to?" 


Achilles answered robotically. "The Red Room." 


"And who are the people in front of you?" 


"No one." 


"And what are you?" 


"A Wolf Spider. A machine. A weapon. A tool." 


Eret smirked. "Good." She turned her back on him. "You can choose, agent. I trust your 
judgement." 


Achilles nodded. "Thank you," he answered and trained his gun on one of the targets. 


It was a boy around his age, with dark brown hair and a soft face, young and seemingly 
unmarked by any violence. His eyes pooled with tears, fear reflected in every shine as he 
struggled against his cuffs. "Tommy! Please! It's me, Tubbo!" 


His grip on the gun tightened. "I don't know you," he said, but he seemed to be trying to 
convince himself of that more than anyone else. 


"You can fight it! I know you can!" 


He sobbed (when had he started crying? what was happening? why was he here? why was it 
all repeating? why couldn't he stop it? why couldn't he remember?). "I can't, Tubbo," he 
cried. "I can't stop it. I can't fight it, it's who I am. I can never escape this, I'll never be free, 
never!" 


Tubbo shook his head, tears falling to the ground. "Tommy, I know you! I know you can, 
please, please listen to me!" 


Achilles breathed out slowly. "No. I can't." 


And he pulled the trigger. 


Tommy blinked. 


And blinked. 


And closed his eyes. 


He awoke with a start, clutching his hands and surging forward. There didn't seem to be a gun 
in his hands, but he couldn't be sure, he had to make sure. 


Feeling his stomach swirl dangerously, Tommy ran to the bathroom, making it just before he 
expelled his dinner from the night before into the toilet. 


Tears burned the corners of his eyes, while tremors began to wrack his body, either due to his 
violent sickness or from sobbing. Either way, he felt pathetic, sitting on the freezing tiled 


flooring with his head resting against the side of the cabinet, the stench of sickness 
permeating the air. 


Why wouldn't they leave him alone? 


What more did they want from him? They had already taken his childhood, they'd taken his 
mind and body and his will, his very soul. Why did they want more? Why did they insist on 
taking more and more as if it belonged to them anymore? 


He didn't belong to them. 


He belonged to no one. 


He was Tommy Minecraft. 


He was a person. 


A person. 


Not a tool. 


Not a weapon. 


Not a machine. 


"Not a tool, not a weapon, not a machine," he whispered to himself as he closed his eyes. 
"Not a tool, not a weapon, not a machine. Not a tool, not a weapon, not a machine." He 
breathed in deeply, his stomach still feeling queasy. 


He wasn't sure how long he sat there. Perhaps hours had gone by. 


The sound of a door opening caused him to straighten up. 


At the doorway to the bathroom was Tubbo. Tubbo, who was alive. Tubbo, who was here, 
not at the end of a gun. Tubbo, who he hadn't killed. He'd refused to. 


"Tommy," he whispered, eyes flicking quickly to the contents still in the toilet bowl before 
coming back to Tommy's face. "Are you alright?" 


Tommy went to answer, to say that he was fine, to nod his head... but he just couldn't do it. 


He'd found it harder and harder to lie to his family as each day went by. 


Months had gone by since the new year had begun. He had turned eighteen in this house, the 
same house he had turned one, two and three in. And still, his past haunted him. 


He could feel it catching up to him, sometimes, just around the corner, hiding just out of 
sight. 


Sometimes he wondered if he would ever be free of it. 


Tubbo smiled as if he understood and crept over, flushing the toilet before kneeling on the 
ground before the boy. "Do you want me to help you up?" He asked. 


As usual, Tommy went to decline the help, but he caught sight of Tubbo's expression, hidden 
deep behind his hazel eyes. A smirk rested on the corners of his mouth. 


Oh. 


Tubbo knew he was going to refuse the help. 


Then... 


Then why would he offer it? 


Tubbo huffed, amused. "Come on, let's get you back to bed," and he didn't wait for an answer 
this time as he hooked his arms under Tommy's and hauled him up. "You can tell me what it 
was this time on our way back." 


The two walked back to Tommy's room in almost complete silence, the only sound being the 
shuffling of their feet against the carpet. 


Just before they entered Tommy's room, he spoke up. "It was the same one as last night," he 
mumbled. "I didn't recognise you in time. And I... followed instructions." 


Tubbo stopped for a second and stared at Tommy. The limited light reflecting from the moon 
shone in from the window, casting shadows across his friend's face. Then, he pressed on, 
helping Tommy sit down on his bed. "I know not much of what I can say would really help 
you," he started, and Tommy appreciated it. He was tired of well-meaning words. 


He was tired of repetitions of "you're not that person anymore" and "they can't control you 
anymore". 


Because honestly? He was still that person. 


Somedays he woke up and the first thing on his mind would be a mission from years ago, 
etched into his brain, and he would be reaching for a suit he no longer owned before he 
realised where he was. 


Sometimes he would be laying down beside his family on the couch or sitting with them at 
breakfast, or (especially) training with them in the gym and feel the inescapable, 
unmistakable urge to snap their necks right then and there. It would be so easy. They were 
already so vulnerable with him. It wouldn't take any effort at all. 


There were times when he felt that blood lust. Where he felt every bit of the monster they had 
made him into, with an unquenchable thirst to kill, torture, and destroy. 


How could they ever trust him? 


Tubbo sat down next to him on his bed, turning to face him. "What do you want to do?" He 
asked. 


Tommy shrugged and pulled his feet up onto the mattress, leaning his head back to bang 
against the wall. "I want to feel like a person." 


His friend hummed. "Well, not much I can do about that." 


Tommy laughed and Tubbo joined him. He appreciated this. He appreciated that Tubbo didn't 
feel the need to fix him, not like how Wilbur and Phil sometimes felt. He needed this, he 
needed a friend who would accept him just as he was, just as Tubbo had done almost a year 
ago now. 


Here Tommy was, on the other side of 18, and sometimes he wondered if he would ever be 
able to let go of who he was. 


He looked down at his hands. "It feels like I deserve it sometimes. The nightmares." Turning 
his hands over, he clenched them into fists. "That's my power, right? That's what I subjected 
other people to: their worst nightmares." He breathed out shakily. "Maybe this is the past 
catching up to me, maybe this is my punishment for all I've done wrong." 


Tubbo frowned. "I don't really think it works like that," he said. 


Tommy scoffed. "Oh yeah? Because you're suddenly the expert on my powers, are you?" 


"No, what I mean is..." he corrected, pausing for a moment. "I've been thinking for a while. 
You told us that you unlocked the ability to rewrite people's memories, right? That it wasn't 
just nightmares you could induce but also false memories?" 


"You don't need to remind me," Tommy muttered. "I'm well aware of how much of a monster 
Tam." 


Tubbo shook his head, leaning over to grab Tommy's hands from where they had started to 
dig painfully into his thighs. "No, Tommy, listen. I have a theory. You can induce false 
memories, and they don't have to be negative, right?" 


Tommy blinked but nodded. "Right." 


"Then," Tubbo smiled. "It means your powers aren't necessarily about bringing about 
negative emotions. If you can produce neutral emotions along with negative emotions, there's 
the potential for you to be able to produce positive emotions!" 


He thought about it for a second, the idea churning around in his head. "I..." he frowned. "I 
guess so? I never really thought about it that way-" 


"Try it!" Tubbo urged, leaning forward and tightening his grip on Tommy's hands. "Right 
now! Try it!" 


"No!" Tommy refused, pulling his hands back. "No way, Tubbo! What if I mess up and 
induce your worst nightmare? Or, shit, what if I give you a new memory? It's not worth the 
risk for a little experimentation-" 


"I don't believe that," Tubbo replied, firmly. "From what I can tell, your powers have been 
trained to be intentional. You wouldn't be able to do something you didn't mean to do. I trust 
you." 


Tommy inhaled sharply. "You don't mean that." He shook his head. "You can't mean that, you 
can't trust me." 


Tubbo gently reached over to take Tommy's hands in his own again. He smiled. "I do, 
Tommy. I do trust you." 


He stared at his friend. His first friend. His oldest friend. 


The person who had met him in that staff room all those months ago and had decided then 
and there to make an effort. The person who could tell what he was thinking easier than 
anyone else in the world, who Tommy didn't mind being vulnerable for. This was his best 
friend. This was his brother. 


And he was trusting Tommy. 


Shouldn't Tommy trust him back? 


He's not the person who's going to shoot a bullet into your head, though, a part of him 
whispered. How could he ever trust himself around you? You're the reason he was almost 
killed. 


But Tubbo just continued to smile, urging Tommy on, nodding enthusiastically. 


No one had ever been this excited to experience his powers before. No one had ever willing 
placed their hands in his and waited for the rush of emotion. 


Tommy took a deep breath in and then let it out, closing his eyes as he focused on the points 
where the skin on their hands met. 


He felt the rush of energy flow from him, out from his chest, down into his arms, and then, 
just before it reached his hands, he thought good things. 


He thought about Christmas shopping with Tubbo and hot chocolate nights with his family. 
He thought about Henry and his red blanket and his friends. He thought about movies and 
new experiences, learning how to roller skate and playing video games with Ranboo, Tubbo 
and Fundy. He thought about training with Niki, not to put on a show for his superiors or to 
sharpen his skills, but because it was fun to spar with Niki. 


Memories of late-night chats and early-morning road trips. Feelings of safety and comfort, of 
joy and peace, love and warmth. 


And then he allowed it to spread from his fingers to Tubbo's. 


He opened his eyes, then, watching Tubbo carefully, every move he made in case something 
had gone wrong, watching for the tell-tale signs of distress that he had seen a thousand times 
over. 


None of that happened. 


Instead, Tubbo smiled, his face relaxing as he leaned into the touch, his eyes closed. "It's my 
memories of us baking cookies," he said, laughing his way through the sentence. "That time 
we were trying to make them for Phil's birthday but failed miserably and we had to call Puffy 
for an emergency batch." 


"I remember," Tommy said, smiling. "We were cleaning frosting off of the walls for weeks." 


Tubbo laughed harder, opening his eyes. They were twinkling with pride. "I was right!" He 
said. "I was right, your powers-" 


"My powers," Tommy echoed, pulling his hands away from Tubbo and staring at them. "I 
can... I can create joy. I don't have to create pain, I can be good." 


"Tommy," Tubbo began, eyes softening. "You've always been able to create joy. The reason 
that memory is one of my favourites is because you were in it." 


He looked up at Tubbo in awe. "You mean that?" He whispered. 


Tubbo smiled. "Tommy, you are a joy." 


And that? 


Well. That truly was everything to Tommy. 


In the end, that was what he would be remembered for. 


Not fear. 


Not pain. 


Not suffering. 


Joy. 


Chapter End Notes 


Hi :) 


Well. I really don't know what to say (oh goodness Iam ALREADY crying someone 
help me). 


Okay. 


I started this story in September 2021. I was in my final year of school, in the middle of 
my final exams (great thinking, Luca) and applying for universities. I was determined 
that this would be the first multi-chapter story I ever finished. No matter what happened 
I would finish it. 


This story grew and evolved. Before I knew it, LYMAH!Tommy was taking me on his 
own adventure, growing and learning and becoming a person. This story was my child, 
my joy. I would smash out 5,000 words in two weeks to keep updates frequent, and I 
was so proud of myself. 


April of 2022 is where things took a turn. 


Not exactly for the worst, at first. I joined Twitter. And suddenly, the pressure to perform 
to expectations became too much. 


Not only that, but I was also going through my first year of Uni, and ON TOP OF THAT 
I had accidentally joined an oppressive cult (yeahhh idk how that happened either). 


Updates became slow. And then they practically stopped altogether. 


In October I published the 29th chapter, the penultimate chapter (if you will) and in my 
mind this story was finished. It was over. The characters had won the day. Tommy had 
escaped the Red Room. The plot was over. 


And yet, that "Incomplete" status kept staring at me. I felt so guilty. 


This chapter has taken me four months to finish, and I know that it does not meet 
expectations. When I first started writing LYMAH, I had no idea how far it would go. In 
my notes, it was fifteen chapters MAX and that was it. Now, it's double the length. 
There was no chance that I would ever be able to give this story a perfect ending, the 
ending it deserves. 


But... I think this is the ending LYMAH!Tommy deserves. I think this is his happy 
ending. I think this is how I tie up all the loose ends, how I put the pretty bow on top, 
how I leave these characters and allow them to grow outside of my words. 


This chapter, out of all of the chapters, I hope you enjoy. I hope you enjoyed seeing 
Tommy happy. I hope you enjoyed seeing Wilbur and Fundy reunited (and don't tell me 
I didn't foreshadow this LOOK BACK AT CHAPTER 14!) I hope you enjoyed seeing 
Tubbo and Tommy, the BACKBONE of this story, being comfortable with themselves 
and with each other, both of them having grown so much. 


I am not the same person I was when I started writing this story. Hell, I didn't even know 
I was bi or genderfluid when I started writing this story (wild, right). 


But neither is LYMAH!Tommy. I grew with him. He grew with me. 
I love you guys. Thank you so much for being here, for being with me on this journey, 
for being with LYMAH!Tommy on his journey. Thank you for every kudos, comment, 


bookmark and rec. Thank you for all of your love. Thank you so, so much for allowing 
me to tell my silly little minecraft stories. 


I love you all so much. 
Thank you 


I hope you enjoyed :D 


End Notes 


Hope you enjoy! 


I am not a professional writer, I am a person who likes writing. Comments and reviews are 
welcomed but please keep criticism (even constructive) to a minimum :) 
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